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BOLOGUE TO THIRD EDITION. 


BEHOLD the ancient fairy wood. 
Oh, scent of linden blossom! 
The wondrous fulness of the moon 
Has all enthralled my bosom! 


Onward I went, and as I went 
Above me music sounded ; 

It was the nightingale who sang 
Of love, and lovers wounded. 


She sang of love and lovers’ wounds, 
Of laughter and of weeping ; 

Her joy such sorrow, her sobs such Joy, 
O’er me past dreams came sweeping. 


Onward I went, and as I went 
Before ny eyes rose stable 

A castle huge on a wide-built square 
With many a towering gable. 


PROLOGUE TO THIRD EDITION. 


The windows closed, and silence 
And mourning everywhere : 

It seemed as if mute, silent Death 
Himself must dwell in there. 


A sphinx lay at the gate. Of dreads 
And joys a mingled creature ; 

Lion it was in body and claws, 
Woman in breasts and feature. 


A woman fair! Her wan look showed 
Desire past stint or measure ; 

She curved her speechless lips and smiled 
A pledge of silent pleasure. 


Alas! how should I long withstand ! 
The nightingale sang impassioned, 

And as | kissed the beauteous face 
My destiny was fashioned. 


The marble bosom woke to life; 
al ’ « € 1 ; > 
The stone ’gan groaning and burning; 
She drank in the flaming fire of my kiss 
With scorched and parching yearning. 


She drained the breath from out my breast, 
And—for wild lust imperious— 

She tore my flesh with her lion’s claws 
In an embrace delirious. 
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Oh, exquisite torture! oh, rapturous pain ! 
Delight and horror unending! 

For while those kisses give bliss undreamt! 
Those claws my flesh are rending! 


And the nightingale sang, ‘‘ Ob, lovely sphinx ! 
Oh, Love, be thou confessing 

Why thou must mingle pangs of death 
With thy supremest blessing. 


“Oh, lovely sphinx! do answer me 
This wondrous riddle solving, 

Which I throughout the myriad years 
Am hopelessly revolving.” 


That might all have been said very well in plain 
prose. But if one goes over one’s old poems again 
with a view of giving them a few additional lines 
by the help of a new impression, there creeps over 
one imperceptibly the jingling habit of metre and 
assonance: and behold! it is with verses that I 
open this third edition of the “Book of Songs.” 
-O Phcebus Apollo! if these verses are bad, thou 
wilt easily forgive me. ... For thou art an omnis- 
cient god, and thou knowest well enough why it is 
that I have not been able now for so many years to 
busy myself specially with metre and the twang of 
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words. . . . Thou knowest why the flame, which 
once amused the world with brilliant fireworks, was 
forced of a sudden to be used for more serious con- 
flagrations. Thou knowest why that flame is now 
consuming my heart in silent passion. Thou under- 
standest me, thou great, beautiful god, since thou in 
like manner hast sometimes exchanged the golden 
lyre for the stout bow and the deadly arrows! Dost 
thou not remember Marsyas, whom thou strippedst 
alive? That indeed is long ago, and a similar example 
has again become necessary. Thou smilest, oh my 
father everlasting ? 
HEINRICH HEINE. 


Paris, Feb, 20, 1839. 
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DREAM-PICTURES. 
i 


Once did I dream of wildest passion’s glow, 
Of love-locks, bloom of flowers, and songs of birds, 
Of sweetest lips that uttered bitter words, 

Of woeful verse married to airs of woe. 


Faded and vanished are those visioned times ! 
Vanished the dreamt-of Shade I loved the best ; 
Nothing remains but that which, love-possessed, 

I shaped and moulded into gentle rhymes. 


Thou, orphaned song, wast left—thou, too, shalt fade! 
Go, seek that Shade which fled with dreams too 
fleeting ; 
And, if thou find it, bear it all my greeting, 
An airy breath I send to airy Shade. 
VOL. 1X, A 
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2. 


A dream of awful mystery 
Appalled and yet delighted me. 
Shapes hideous float before me still, 
And in my heart dim horrors thrill. 


A wondrous garden was the place 
Wherein I thought at ease to pace ; 

A wealth of flowers the garden had 
Which smiled on me, and made me glad. 


The little birds were chattering all 
Their merry lovers’ madrigal ; 

The blazing sun shot rays of gold 
On blooms of tincture manifold. 


And spicy scents from herbage flow ; 
Softly and sweet the zephyrs blow ; 

And all things glint and all things smile, 
And show their loveliness the while. 


Within this blooming land midway 
A limpid marble fountain lay, 

O’er which a beauteous damsel bent, 
On washing some white robe intent. 
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With eyes so mild, with cheeks so fair, 
A pictured saint with golden hair. 

And as I gazed it seemed that she 

Was strange, and yet well known to me. 


The bonny maid, she works away ; 
She sings a wondrous roundelay : 
“ Ripple, ripple, brooklet bright, 
Wash my linen fair and white.” 


Forward I moved, and drawing near, 
“Tell me,” I whispered in her ear, 

“O damsel sweet and wondrous fair, 
For whom is this white garment rare?” 


“ Make ready soon,” swift answered she, 
“ A shroud ’'m washing now—for Thee!” 
And lo, the word was hardly said 

When like a bubble all was sped. 


The magic lasted. Soon I stood 

Within a gloomy, savage wood ; 
Heav’n-high the trees around up-raught, 
I stood amazed, and thought and thought. 
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And hark! dull echoes clang around 
Like distant hatchets’ hewing sound ; 
Through brake and briar I hurried fast 
And reached an open space at last. 


Where ’mid the green the space was cleared 
A giant oak his branches reared ; 

And lo, upon the sturdy oak 

That same strange maid dealt many a stroke. 


And never resting, blow on blow, 

She swung the axe, and murmur’d low: 
“Tron clink, iron clank, 

Shape a chest of good oak-plank.” 


Forward I moved, and drawing near, 
“Tell me,” I whispered in her ear, 

“O little damsel loveliest, 

For whom mak’st thou this oaken chest ?”’ 


“No time to lose!” swift answer’d she, 
“ A coffin ’tis 1 make—for Thee!” 

And lo, the word was hardly said 
When like a bubble all was sped. 
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It stretched out wan, it stretched out wide, 
Bare, barest moor on every side ; 

Scarce knowing what I felt or saw, 

I trembling paused in spell-bound awe. 


And soon as farther on I hied 

A streak of gleaming white I spied ; 
I sped with all the speed I might, 
And lo! it was that damsel bright. 


On the wide heath stood the white maid, 
Deep delving in the earth, with spade. 
To look on her I almost feared, 

She was so fair, and yet so weird. 


The bonny maid she works away, 

She sings a wondrous roundelay : 

“Sharp and broad, good spade, good spade, 
That a deep broad trench be made.” 


Forward I moved, and drawing near, 
“Tell me?” I whispered in her ear, 
“OQ damsel sweet and wondrous fair, 
What means the hole thou delvest there ?” 


And swift she answered: “Hush, poor fool! 
I dig a grave for Thee, so cool!” 

Scarce did these words the fair maid shape, 
When lo! the trench was wide agape. 
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And as I gazed into the hole 

Chill horror shivered through my soul. 
I plunged into the hideous deep, 

And as I plunged—I woke from sleep. 


3. 
I saw myself all in a dream by night 

In glossy evening coat and satin vest, 

Ruffles on wrist, as for some gala dressed, 
And by me stood my mistress sweet and bright. 


“So youre betrothed,’ I murmured with a slight 
Inclining. “ Pray, fair lady, take my best 
Good wishes.” But my throat was tight compressed 
By the unfeeling, long drawled tones polite. 


And floods of bitter tears streamed forth unbidden 
From my beloved’s eyes, and in their breaking, 

The vision fair was almost from me hidden. 

Oh ye sweet eyes, love-stars so seeming true, 
Though ye have lied to me in dreams and waking 

Often, how gladly still I trust in you! 


4. 
I saw in dreams a man-kin small and sprightly, 
Who walked with ell-long steps, on stilts as ’twere, 
Dainty in broadcloth, linen white and fair, 
But who within was coarse, unclean, unsightly. 
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Within he was an object to distress ye, 
But dignity without, beyond compare! 
He swaggered bold of what he’d do and dare, 
And seemed a man to bully and oppress ye. 
“ And knowst thou who it is? Come quick and see!” 
So spoke the God of dreams and showed to me 
A pictured vision in a mirror then. 
Before an altar that small man stood still, 
My Love beside him; both replied: “I will,” 
And all Hell’s laughing demons yelled: “ Amen!” 


5. 


What makes my mad blood rave and rush ? 
What makes my heart to flame and flush ? 
My blood doth boil and flame and dart, 
And scorching flame devours my heart. 


My blood is pulsing wild and mad 
Because of that vile dream I had. 
The son of Night approached me dim, 
And led me gasping forth with him. 


He led me to a palace bright 

With blazing torch and taper-light. 
‘Mid sounding harps, ’mid stir and din, 
I reached the hall—I entered in. 
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There was a wedding revelrie ; 

The guests sat round the board in glee. 
And when the bridal pair I spied, 

Ah, woe! my darling was the bride. 


It was my winsome Love in sooth, 
And for the groom, a stranger youth. 
I crept behind her chair of state, 
And hardly breathing, there I wait. 


The music swelled; I stood amazed, 

The loud delights my spirits dazed : 

The bride’s glance was supremely blest, 
And both her hands the bridegroom pressed. 


The bridegroom brims his beaker high, 
And drinks and gives it lovingly 

To her, who thanks with sweet low laugh. 
Ah woe! my red blood did she quaff! 


The bride took up an apple fair 

And gave it to the bridegroom there ; 
He took his knife and cut it free. 

Ah woe! it was the heart of me! 


Their glances met a long sweet space ; 
He clasps the bride in keen embrace ; 
Her cheeks so rosy red kissed he. 

Ah woe! chill Death was kissing me! 
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The tongue within my mouth was lead, 
No single word could I have said. 
Loud music sounded thro’ the hall, 
The dainty bride-pair led the ball! 


I stood there silent as the dead, 

The nimble dancers round me sped. 
One low-toned word he whispers next ; 
She blushes, but she is not vext! 


6. 


In sweetest dream, in stillest night 
My love came by enchantment’s might, 
As by enchantment’s might six crept 
To the small chamber where I slept. 


I gazed on her, oh vision mild! 

I gazed on her, she softly smiled ; 

My heart swelled high that smile to see, 
And reckless words stormed forth from me: 


‘Take all, take all things that are mine! 
Oh best beloved, all shall be thine, 

So I may be thy paramour 

Till cock-crow from the midnight hour!” 


Io 
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She gazed with loving sad surprise, 
Her inmost heart within her eyes, 
And low entreating murmured she: 
‘Yield thy salvation unto me!” 


“To thee the life I hold so dear, 

My youth, my blood, with joy and cheer, 
Oh angel maiden, shall be given, 

But never more my hope of Heaven.”’ 


Swiftly my lips repelled her prayer, 
But ever lovelier bloomed she there, 
And ever more entreated she: 
“Yield thy salvation unto me! 


” 


It sounded like a hopeless moan; 

Into my betng’s depths was thrown 

A sea of fire all tempest-tossed ; 

My breath came thick—it ceased almost. 


White angels, glorious to behold, 

First shone with haloes bright as gold ; 
But then a crew of goblins foul 
Rushed wildly up against my soul. 


They wrestled with the angels all, 
They drove away the angels all ; 
And before long the swarthy crew, 
Like films of mist had vanished too. 
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I was near death with sheer delight, 

My arms were round my darling bright ; 
She nestled to me like a roe, 

And yet she wept with wildest woe. 


The fair child weeps, I well know why; 
My kisses still the rosebud’s cry ; 

“ Forbid, fair child, thy tears to flow, 
Surrender to my love’s fierce glow.” 


“Surrender to my love’s fierce glow!” 
My blood grew sudden ice, for lo! 
The earth itself with crash and start 
Before my feet gaped wide apart. 


From the swart gulf the swarthy crew 
Arose; the fair child’s colour flew; 
The fair child from my arms was gone, 
And I was standing all alone. 


Then in fantastic circle hurled, 

The swarthy crew around me whirled ; 
Nearer to clutch me surged the crowd, 
And scornful laughter bellowed loud. 


The lessening circle hemmed me round ; 
Still did that burthen dread resound: 
“Salvation was renounced by thee, 
Ours art thou for Eternity.” 
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fs 


The price has been paid thee, why palterest thou ? 
Oh black-blooded fiend, why palterest now ? 

See here in my chamber, I fretfully wait, 

And midnight’s at hand, ’tis the bride who is late. 


The breezes blow chill from the churchyard side ; 
Ye winds, have ye happened to see my wee bride ? 
The hosts of pale shadows around me press, 

They curtsy with grinning and nodding—Oh yes! 


Speak up, what message bringst thou to me, 

Swart rogue in the flame-red livery ? 

“T announce the illustrious company near, 

With their chariots and dragons they soon will be here.’ 


? 


Grey mannikin, darling, hey, what is your will ? 
Oh dead baccalaureus, waiting here still ? 

He eyes me with speechless and troubled gaze, 
And shakes his head, and goes back his ways. 


My shaggy familiar, why purr and stare ? 

Why do the eyes of black tom-cat glare ? 

Why howl the long-loose-haired women ? and why 
Does the ancient nurse croon my lullaby ? 
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Madam nurse, bide at home with your sing-song to-day, 
Tis long since I needed a cradle-lay ; 

To-day ’tis my wedding-feast that is planned, 

And see where the comely guests are at hand. 


That’s capital, gentlemen! What are ye at, 

Each bearing his head in his hand, not his hat! 

Ye sprawling-legged creatures in gallows clothes, 
What makes ye so late? Not a breath of wind blows. 


And see on her broom-stick old mother-witch rides ; 
Oh bless thy son, mother, whatever betides. 

In the dead-white face, the lips quiver then, 

And she cries out: “For ever and ever. Amen!” 


Twelve wind-dried musicians come loitering in ; 

One halting blind crone tunes up her violin ; 

And the famous Jack-pudding, half yellow, half black, 
Comes bearing the sexton a-pick-a-back. 


Then tripping twelve nuns from their convent advance, 
And the leering old procuress leads on the dance ; 
Twelve brawny-backed parsons come trooping along, 
And chant with mock reverence a scandalous song. 


Old clothes-man, you're black in the face; shout not so. 
No second-hand coat wards the flames off below. 

For ever and gratis there hell-fires will burn ; 

And for wood, great and little men’s bones serve the turn. 
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The flower-girls, all humped and awry, gather round, 
And head over heels thro’ the chamber they bound; 
Hoho! ye owl faces with grasshopper shanks, 

Ill stop all your clatter and mountebank’s pranks. 


And Hell universal has broke loose indeed, 

And, howling and scowling, increases the breed, 
And the waltz of damnation now breaks on the ear, 
Hush, hush! for my love is about to appear. 


Ye wretches, be still, or get out of the way, 

I can searce hear a word of all that I say. 

Hark !—listen again !—are not wheels there outside ? 
Come forward, cook-maid, throw the gates open wide. 


Fair welcome, my fairest, how are you to-day ? 

Sir Parson, you're welcome; be seated, I pray. 

Sir Parson with tail and with hoofs like a horse, 
I’m your reverence’s faithfullest servant, of course. 


Fair bride, why art standing so silent and wan ? 
Sir Parson, proceed with the service anon. 

I pay him a costly, a blood-costing fee, 

But so that I win you that’s child’s play to me. 


Kneel down, my sweet bride, by my side shalt thou kneel. 
She kneels and she smiles—ah, the rapture I feel! 
She sinks on my heart, on my big heaving breast, 
And with shuddering rapture I hold her tight pressed. 
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The waves of her gold tresses float round us both ; 
On my heart beats the heart of the maid, nothing loth ; 
Both hearts are a-beating with woe and delight, 


And high to the heavens they both take their flight. 


Our hearts are afloat on a sea of delight 

On high, far above us, in God’s holy height ; 

But here on our heads there is horror and dread, 
For here the vile hands of dark Hell are outspread. 


"Twas the dark son of Midnight himself who hath played 
The part of the parson, who blessed and who prayed ; 
From a blood-besprent book he drones chapter and verse,’ 
His prayer is blaspheming, his blessing is curse. 


There are hubbub and riot and groans more and more, 
Like thunder in heaven, storm-waves on the shore. 
And sudden the blue lightning flashes, and then 

The witch cries: “ For ever and ever. Amen!” 


I came from the house of my mistress bright 

And wandered half crazed thro’ the grim midnight ; 
And as thro’ the churchyard my way I took, 

The still graves gave me a solemn look. 
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From the Minstrel’s grave some bright glance sped, 
Twas a flickering ray that the wan moon shed; 
And “ Brother, ?m coming” was whispered low, 
While a pale form rose from the grave below. 


Twas the Minstrel himself from the grave who crept 
And on to the top of the grave-stone leapt; 

With rapid hand he strikes the strings, 

And in voice both hollow and harsh he sings: 


“Oh! sad and dull, my lute-strings, say, 

Know ye still the theme that used to sway 
The life-blood and enthral it ? 

Heaven’s bliss—the Angels call it so; 

Hell’s pain, it is called by the fiends below, 
But Love is what men call it.” 


And scarce had the sound of the last word died 
When, all around, the graves gaped wide; 

And phantoms rose and swayed about 

The Minstrel, raising in chorus the shout: 


“Love, oh Love, it was thy might 
Brought us to this doleful plight, 
Closed our lips and sealed our sight, 
Wherefore call’st thou in the night ?” 
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And the clamour arises, confused and confounding, 
With croaking and creaking, rebounding, resounding: 
Round the Minstrel circle the maddened hordes, 

And the Minstrel wildly smites the chords. 


“Mad my masters, well, ’tis well 
Welcome are ye ; 
| Nought could bar ye 
When ye heard my magic spell. 
Though from year to year we be 
Mouse-still in our coffins, we 
Make to-day a day of glee! 


But are we alone? Just see! 
We were asses all when living, 
Our existence madly giving 
To a mad love’s raging fires. 
Pastime surely will not fail, 
If each spirit tells the tale 
Of what brought him from above, 
Of his woes 
And his throes 
In the frenzied chase of Love.” 


|Then light as the breeze there hopped forth soon 


The leanest of phantoms, and hummed this tune: 
VOL. IX. B 


18 THE BOOK OF SONGS. 


‘A tailor’s ’prentice steady 
With needle and with shears ; 
I grew expert and ready! 
With needle and with shears ; 


“When my master’s daughter lured me 
With needle and with shears ; 

And through my bosom skewered me 
With needle and with shears!” 


Then the chorus of spirits laughed long and loud, 
And a second stalked solemnly out of the crowd. 


“ Brigands such as Rinaldini, 
Robin Hood and Orlandini, 

But Karl Moor the most by far, 
These I took for exemplar! 


“ And I plunged—pray let me show it— 
Into Love, in mode heroic, 

And a female form divine 

Jostled thro’ this brain of mine. 


“ And my heart and hopes were saddened, 
And my love being almost maddened, 

Tat last dipped fingers rash 

In my worthy neighbour’s cash. 
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“Then some high police curmudgeon 
Chose to take the thing in dudgeon, 
That I dried the tears of grief 

With my neighbour’s handkerchief, 


“ And in good policeman fashion 
Marched me off without compassion ; 
So the gaol stupendous pressed 

Me to its maternal breast. 


“Thoughts of her! aye, picking oakum 
Did voluptuously provoke ’em! 

Till Rinaldo came one day 

And bore my soul with him away.” 


Then all the spirits laughed long and loud, 
And a well be-rouged dandy stepped from the crowd. 


‘“‘T was king of the boards and enchanted 
The town in the true lover’s part; 

I bellowed, ‘ Ye gods,’ and | ranted, 
I breathed forth my Ahs, from my heart. 


Each Juliet an angel I thought ; 
Though the part to the life I enacted, 


| 
| 
{ 
: 
“In Romeo I chiefly attracted : 
) She ne’er understood what I sought. 
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“ When once in the fifth act despairing 
‘O my Saint! O my Juliet!’ I cried; 
My bodkin relentlessly baring, 
I stuck it too deep in my side.” 


Then all the spirits laughed long and loud, 
And a fourth appeared in a snow-white shroud. 


“From his lofty chair the Professor was prosing, 
Was prosing while I took a nap serene ; 

But a thousand times rather than napping or dozing, 
By his dear little daughter would I have been. 


‘From her window she gave me sweet nods as I 
passed by 
My flower of flowers, my life’s sole light! 
But my flower of flowers was plucked at the last by 
A Philistine huckster, a wealthy wight. 


“Then I cursed all women and scoundrels wealthy, 
And some devil’s drug with my wine did blend ; 

And I pledged King Death in a goblet stealthy.” 
He cried, ‘On my faith, old Death’s a friend!” 


Then all the spirits laughed long and loud ; 
With a rope round his neck came a fifth from the 
crowd. 
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“He revelled and swaggered, the Count o’er his wine, 
With his diamonds rare and his daughter divine; 
What care I, Sir Count, for your jewels so fine ? 

Tis your fair little daughter whom I would make mine. 


“They both of them lay under bolt, lock and key, 
And the Count a whole army of henchmen had he. 

What cared I for henchmen, for bolt, lock and key ? 
The rungs of a ladder I mounted with glee: 


“So gaily I climbed to my darling’s window, 

When savagest swearing is heard from below. 
Stop, stop, my fine fellow, let me have my share, 
T’ve also a fancy for diamonds rare.’ 


) “Twas the Count who thus jeered me, and at me he 
flew, 

And shouting, his myrmidons hustled me too. 

| ‘To hell with your rabble! No thief have you here, 
And all I would steal is my own little dear.’ 


“Entreaties availed not, no counsel could aid: 

In a moment were cords and a gibbet arrayed ; 
When next the sun came how astonished was he 
To discover me there on the bright gallows-tree!” 


Then all the spirits laughed long and loud, 
With his head in his hand came a sixth from the 
crowd. 
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“Love drove me to the poacher’s trade ; 
Thro’ forest, gun in hand, I strayed ; 

In the high trees the ravens scoff, 

And croak at me: ‘ Heads off! heads off!’ 


“Oh, could I track some pretty dove, 
Home would I bear it to my Love. 
Thro’ bush and briar, as thus I thought, 
My sportsman’s eye the quarry sought. 


“What cooing’s that? What billing’s there ? 
T'wo tender turtles, I declare. 

I crept up close and cocked my gun, 

And lo! my own sweetheart was one! 


‘My dove, my bride, it was in sooth, 
Embracing her a stranger youth. 

Old marksman, see thy aim be good! 
There lay the stranger in his blood. 


> 


“Ere long the headsman’s train marched thro 
The gloomy wood, and I marched too, 

Chief actor—while the ravens scoff 

And croak on high: ‘ Heads off! heads off!’” 


Then the spirits in merry chorus shout, 
And then the Minstrel himself steps out. 


DREAM-PICTURES. 23 


“‘T too had a song I cherished, 
But the dear song is o’er ; 

When the heart in your body is perished, 
Then songs are sung no more!” 


And the maniac laughter rang doubly loud, 

And circled about him the death-pale crowd ; 

When the church tower boomed forth One, and then 
With a shriek they plunged in the graves again. 


oO: 


I lay and slept; slept peacefully, 
All pain and care dispelled ; 

In dreams a vision came to me, 
The fairest e’er beheld. 


Pale as white marble to the view, 
A maid of mystery rare, 

With pearl-like eyes all brimmed with dew, 
And strangely waving hair. 


And soft and softly drawing nigh 
The maid so marble pale, 

She came upon my heart. to lie 
The maid so marble pale. 
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Ah! how my breast doth burn and start 
And leap with joy and woe; 

Nor leaps, nor starts the maiden’s heart, 
That heart is cold as snow. 


“ My heart doth neither beat, nor move, 
As very ice ’tis cold; 

And yet I know the bliss of love, 
Its passion uncontrolled ! 


“On lip and cheek there blooms no red, 
Nor through my heart streams blood ; 
Yet strive not with such shuddering dread, 

For thee I’m meek and good.” 


And wilder still she clasped me round, 
Till terror made me quail ; 

When the cock crew—without a sound 
Fled the maid, marble pale. 


IO. 


Yes, I have summoned many 
Pale corpses by spells of might, 
And now there is not any 
Will slink back into the night. 


DREAM-PICTURES. 


The terror and horror drove from me 
The master’s o’erpowering spell ; 
And so my own spectres o’ercome me, 

And drag me back into hell. 


Urge me not, ye swart fiends, I implore ye! 
Hurl me not to the darkness below ; 
There are many delights yet before me 
In the sheen of our earth’s rosy glow. 


For ever must I be straining 
After one fair flower near ; 

What were my whole life’s meaning, 
If I did not love thee, dear ? 


Might I only clasp her and press her 
To my glowing heart once again ; 

On her cheeks, on her mouth to kiss her 
Once only with rapturous pain ! 


Might I only hear one tender 
Word from her lips at that hour, 

O spirits, I would surrender 
Myself to your gloomy power ! 


The spirits heard me, bending 
Their heads as an awful sign. 

Fair sweetheart—to thee am I wending ; 
Dost thou love me—fair sweetheart mine ? 
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SONGS. 
L* 


TuHovu who art so pure and fair, 
Beauteous maiden, wondrous, rare: 
All my life is, free as air, 

To thy service vowed, I swear. 


Thy sweet eyes, the loveliest pair, 

Moonhght’s gentle radiance share ; 
Rosy hues beyond compare, 

Thy fresh blushing cheeks do wear. 


In thy little mouth appear 

Shining rows of pearls so rare; 

But the noblest jewel there, 

Thy bosom’s quiet shrine doth bear. 


Nought but love could enter there, 
When on my heart thy image fair 
Rose, as I saw beyond compare 

Thee, beauteous maiden, wondrous rare. 


SONGS. 


2.* 


Lonely, I my plaint must utter, 
Here in Night’s consoling breast : 

I must shun the gay crowd’s flutter, 
Swiftly fly from song and jest. 


Lonely still my tears are flowing, 
Ever flowing silent down ; 

But the heart’s fierce ardours glowing, 
Floods of tears can never drown. 


Once a joyous boy, light-hearted, 
Played I many a merry game; 

Happy on life’s race I started, 
Knowing nought of grief and shame. 


All the world was but a garden, 
Gay with every flower that blows, 
I had but to serve as warden 
To the violet, jasmine, rose. 


Dreaming sweetly in the meadow, 
In the brook my face I’d see ; 
Now when it reflects my shadow, 

White and wan it stares at me. 


27 


28 


THE BOOK OF SONGS. 


Yes, a haggard man I’m growing, 
Since my eyes on /er did rest; 
Secret pain my heart is gnawing, 


Wondrous change has racked my breast. 


In my heart I long had cherished, 
Angels smiling peacefully ; 

But in sorrow they have vanished 
To their home beyond the sky. 


Blackest night my sight is bounding, 
Hostile shadows threaten grim ; 

In my breast a strange voice sounding 
Sadly sings a mournful hymn. 


Now strange pain, and novel anguish, 
Whelm me in their savage flow ; 
And in deepest grief I languish, 
All my heart-strings torn with woe. 


But, my love, that in my bosom 
Flames are raging without pause, 

That my youth dies in its blossom, 
Thou alone, love, art the cause. 


SONGS. 29 


shy 


Every comrade of mine, arm in arm with his fair, 
Through the alley of limes is walking ; 

While I—God have mercy, and make me His care— 
All alone through the street am stalking. 


How my heart is opprest, and what tears dim my 
eye, 
If his tale should another be telling 
To his love! for also a love have I ; 
But away and far off is her dwelling. 


For years now this trouble I’ve had to endure, 
But Vl suffer no longer such sorrow : 

With knapsack and staff, in the hope of a cure, 
Ill go forth on the wide world to-morrow. 


Many hundreds of miles must the journey be, 
Till to the great city I come ; 
Where it shines, on the great river’s mouth, I shall 
see 
The three towers that rise over her home. 


There I shall be free from the sorrows of love, 
There await me the happiest times ; 

And there will I walk, arm in arm with my dove, 
Through the sweet-scented alley of limes. 
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4* 


When I am near my dearest love, 
My heart is lifted high ; 

I’m rich, all reckoning above, 
The whole world I could buy. 


But when from her I must be gone, 
Nor feel her fond caress ; 

Then all my fancied wealth is flown, 
I'm poor to wretchedness. 


I arise with daybreak, crying : 
“Comes sweetheart to-day ?” 

I lie down with evening, sighing : 
“Still she stays away.” 


All the long night, care encumbered, 
Passes without sleep ; 

All the day, as though I slumbered, 
To and fro I creep. 
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6. 


A frenzy whirls me to and fro! 
I shall see her again in a few short hours, 
Herself who is flower of maiden-flowers. 
Oh faithful heart, why beatest thou so ? 


But the hours indeed are a lazy lot, 
They crawl along and linger and shirk, 
Yawn and dawdle over their work. 
Tumble up, ye lazy lot! 


Clamouring speed in my spirit I feel ! 
Surely the Hours know nought of love’s aching. 
Secret their pitiless league they are making, 
Ever to jeer at the true lover’s zeal. 


f= 


All in the woodland morning 
I strayed alone with my pain; 
When the old dreams returning 
Crept into my heart again. 


Oh, birds through the high air winging, 
Who taught you that little air ? 

Oh, hush! when I hear your singing 
My grief is hard to bear ! 
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“ A passing maiden taught it, 
She sang it o’er and o’er ; 
And we little birdies caught it, 

The golden, beautiful lore!” 
Nay, you shall tell it me never, 
Ye birdies, so keen and sly ; 
To steal my grief you’d endeavour, 
But I trust no one—not I! 


8. 


Fair love, o’er my heart let thy gentle hand pass. 
Dost hear in that chamber the knocking, alas! 

A carpenter cross-grained and spiteful dwells there, 
Who’s making for me a coffin so rare. 


There’s tapping and rapping by night and by day, 
"Tis long since it drove all my slumber away. 

Oh, good Master Carpenter, hammer amain, 

That soon I may slumber right soundly again. 


o. 


Ah! how I wish my ditties 
Had all sweet flowers been, 
I'd send them as a posy 
To my heart’s beauteous Queen ! 
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Ah! how I wish my ditties 
Had all been kisses sweet ; 
I’d send them all in secret, 
My love’s soft cheeks to greet ! 


Ah! how I wish my ditties 
Had all been little peas! 

I'd make a fine pease-porridge 
That could not fail to please ! 


10,7 


Half-hid in our father’s garden stands 
A flower all sad and pale : 
Cold winter is gone, Spring breathes o’er the lands ; 
But the flower always is pale— 
The pale flower languisheth, 
Like a bride sick unto death. 


To me spake the pale flower, soft and low, 
“Dear brother, to pluck me ne’er fail; ” 
“Nay,” said I, “ pale flower, I cannot do so, 
I pluck no flowers that are pale: 
I seek with pain and dread, 
A blossom purple-red.” 
VOL. IX. Cc 
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The pale flower spake, “Seek here, seek there, 
Till thou art cold and dead, 
Thy search is vain, thou'lt find nowhere 
The flower purple-red ; 
But me—oh! pluck me now, 
For I am ill as thou.” 


Thus spake the pale flower, and pleaded so sore, 
That all of a sudden, I plucked it in fear; 
And that very moment my heart bled no more, 
And the eyes of my soul became clear ; 

And through my wounded breast 
Was shed angelic rest. 


Lig v3 


Beauteous cradle of my sorrow, 
Beauteous grave where peace I knew, 
Beauteous town, I go to-morrow ; 
To ye all I ery, Adieu! 


Fare thee well, thou garden holy, 
Where my pensive love doth pace ! 

Fare thee well, thou threshold lowly, 
Where I first beheld her face. 
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Hadst thou never looked upon me, 
Oh! my spirit’s beauteous Queen, 

Woe had never fallen on me, 
Wretched I had never been. 


Never did I seek to woo thee, 
Never love from thee entreat. 

Only peaceful days near to thee, 
In the air thou breathest, sweet. 


But sharp words in anger spoken 
By thy lips compel me hence ; 
And my heart is sick and broken, 
Frenzy stirs my every sense. 


Fare thee well; a pilgrim dreary 
I will go my mournful way, 

Till bowed head and limbs so weary 
In a distant grave I lay. 


12. 


Wait awhile, my wild sea-captain, 
I will follow to the shore ; 

I take leave of two fair maidens, 
Of Europa and one more. 
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Blood-spring, trickle from my eyelids, 
Blood-spring, from my body start, 

That I may write down my sorrows 
With the hot blood of my heart. 


Wherefore shudder at my life-blood, 
Just on this one day, my dear? 
Thou hast seen me stand before thee 
Pale and bleeding, many a year. 


Dost thou know the ancient story 
How the Fiend, in serpent guise, 

With his treacherous gift of apples 
Drove out man from Paradise ? 


Apples brought about great evils ! 

Eve therewith brought all men death ; 
Kris brought the flames on Ilium, 

Thou hast brought both flames and death. 


Ls. 


Tower and mountain-peak are glancing 
On the clearly mirroring Rhine, 

And my bonny bark is dancing, 
Haloed by the gay sunshine. 
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Calm I watch the golden breaking 
Of the tiny waves’ unrest ; 

Gently are the feelings waking 

| Which I buried in my breast. 


Tender wiles and welcome showing 
The fair river tempts to doom; 

For I know that placid flowing 
Hides beneath it death and gloom. 


Thou art like my love, oh river, 
Fair, above—below, deceit— 
She too lures one on for ever, 
And her smiles seem true and sweet. 


14. 


I despaired at first—believing 
I should never bear it. Now 
I have borne it—I have borne it. 
Only never ask me How. 


LS. 


With myrtles and roses, tender and fair, 

With funeral cypress, and gilding rare, 

As though ’twere a coffin my book I’ll adorn 
And in it my songs to their rest shall be borne. 
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Could I coffin my love too, deep in the tomb! 

On love’s grave the fair flower of peace may bloom ; 
On such grave it blooms, there ’tis culled—but for me 
It never will bloom till in earth I be. 


And here are the songs which were reckless erst 
As the lava streams that from Etna burst; 
They broke from my spirit’s depths profound 
And scattered their lightning flashes around. 


But now they are still as the dead are still, 

And they look as wan as the mists, and as chill; 
Yet the spirit of love floating o’er them once more 
Will again to my song the old passion restore. 


In my deepest heart I know it is true 
That the spirit of love will shed o’er them its dew, 
When once this book shall be placed in thy hand, 
Thou sweet true love in a distant land. 


From the spell that enthrals it then song shall be free, 
And the faint dim letters shall gaze upon thee, 
Beseeching shall gaze in thy beautiful eyes, 

And whisper of sorrow and lovers’ sighs. 


ROMANCES. 
| 


THE CONSECRATION. 


ALONE within the woodland chapel, 


Outstretched before the Virgin’s shrine 


A gentle pallid youth was lying, 
Bowed in deep humility— 


Oh, Madonna! let me ever 

Kneel here lowly on thy threshold: 
Never, never, drive me from thee 
To the world so cold and sinful. 


Oh, Madonna! bright are waving 
Round thy head the radiant tresses ; 
Gracious smiles are playing over 
The sacred roses of thy mouth— 


Oh, Madonna! thine eyes lighten 
On me, like the stars in Heaven. 
Mortal ships may lead us falsely, 


Star-light leads us always safely. 
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Oh, Madonna! without shrinking 
Have I borne the pangs of ordeal: 
In thy pure love blindly trusting, 
Ardent only in thine ardour— 


Oh, Madonna! this day hear me, 
Thou so full of grace and wonder, 
Grant to me one sign of favour, 
But one little sign of favour! 


Then a marvel occurred that all hearts would astound: 
The wood and the chapel sank into the ground. 

The youth was bewildered, nor knew what was done, 
For all things around him were changed or were gone. 


In amazement himself in a gay hall he found— 

Our Lady sate there—with no rays was she crowned— 
She was changed to a maiden, all lovely and bright, 
Who greeted and smiled with frank youthful delight. 


And from her golden tresses, there, 

She clipped one radiant lock of hair, 
“Take it,’ she cried, in tones like Heaven, 
“No higher prize on earth is given.” 


What was witness to this vision ? 

Look how hues of flame are streaming 
Over the blue vault Elysian, 

Like the rainbow, brightly gleaming— 
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Angels, mounting and descending, 
Rustling beat their waving pinions, 
And celestial songs are sending 


Harmonies from Heaven’s dominions. 


And the youth hath heard and heeded ; 
Now full well he knows 

What strange yearning draws him ever 
Where the myrtle blows. 


2. 


“TL PENSEROSO.” 


Where alone yon pale boy paces 
Every heart is stricken low; 

For his visage bears the traces 
Of his suffering, of his woe. 


Airs with tender pity laden 
Strive to cool his fevered brow ; 

Many a coy and timid maiden 
Smiles to soothe his spirit now. 


From the city’s noise and bustle 
To the forest green he flies ; 

Merrily the gay leaves rustle, 
Birds pipe merry melodies. 
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But the song is silenced wholly, 
Sadly murmur leaf and tree, 

When the careworn stripling slowly 
Paces through the greenwood free. 


THE MOUNTAIN VOICE. 


Through valley depths, with slow sad pace 
There rode a horseman brave ; 

Am I riding now to my true love’s arms, 
Or towards the dreary grave ? 


The mountain answer gave: 
“The dreary grave.” 


And farther the horseman rode on his way, 
With labouring sighs oppressed ; 

“Then must I pass to my grave so soon ? 
Maybe the grave is rest.” 


The voice sank in his breast : 
“The grave is rest.” 
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One single tear the horseman shed, 
And sad ‘from his cheek it fell; 

“ And if in the grave I can only find rest, 
To be in the grave is well.” 


The voice rang like a knell: 
“The grave is well.” 


4. 
TWO BROTHERS. 


On the mountain’s steep inclining, 
Wrapt in night, the castle stands, 

Lightnings in the vale are shining 
Where clash keenly-glittering brands. 


Brothers are the pair sustaining 
Yonder grim and grisly fight ; 

Say, why brothers are maintaining 
Thus with naked swords their right ? 


Lady Laura’s eyes of fire 
Have inflamed this brother-pair ; 
Love-distraught, their one desire 
Is the high-born maiden fair. 
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Unto which of them that sue her 
Does the lady’s heart incline ? 
Ah! she cannot choose the wooer; 
Sword, leap forth—the choice be thine! 


And with reckless fury fighting, 
Stroke on stroke like crack of doom ; 

Oh, beware the rash swords smiting, 
Sight is tricked by such a gloom. 


Woe! To Heaven their blood is calling! 
Woe, oh woe, blood-crimsoned glade! 

See them on the greensward falling, 
Each upon a brother's blade. 


Ah, how many a generation 

Sleeps! what centuries have flown ! 
From the height, in desolation, 

Still those towers watch—sad, alone. 


But weird, mystic shapes are looming 
Through the vale at dead of night ; 
And when the twelfth hour is booming 

Evermore those brothers fight. 
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5- 


POOR PETER. 


Il 


Young Hans and his Gretchen dance with a will, 
And bubble with laughter and talk, - 

But Peter is standing, dumb and still! 
With a face as white as chalk ! 


For Hans and Grete are bride and groom, 
In gay wedding garments beaming ; 

But poor Peter wears his work-day costume, 
Biting his nails and dreaming. 


Poor Peter mutters under his breath, 
As he mournfully eyes the pair, 

“J should go and drown myself, I know, 
If I weren’t too wise to care !” 


Il. 


Deep in my heart there sits a woe 
That strains my heart to breaking ; 

And where I stand, and where I go, 
I cannot rest for aching. 
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It drives me to my love, as though 
Grete would cure my sorrow ; 
But when I see her eye I know 
I must away the morrow. 


And then I climb the mountain’s brow, 
And there, my vigil keeping 

Where lonely tears at will may flow, 
Alone I linger weeping. 


Ill. 


The hapless Peter totters by 

With laggard steps, death-pale and shy, 
And all whom he perchance may meet 
Pause when they see him in the street. 


Among themselves the girls speak low: 
‘‘ He’s risen from the grave, I know.” 
Not so—into the grave, alas! 

Dear children, he’s about to pass. 


His true love he has lost, and so 
The grave is best for such a woe; 
There he his weary head may lay, 
And slumber till the Judgment Day. 
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THE PRISONER’S SONG. 


When Liz was bewitched by my old Grandmamma, 
“To the flames!” all the villagers shouted ; 

But for all the ink squandered by limbs of the law, 
The thought of confession she scouted. 


Yet when to the stake the old lady was brought, 
“Murder! mercy!” she cried, like a craven ; 
And as the black torture began, quick as thought 

She flew up in the form of a raven. 


“Oh! sweet little black-feathered Grandmother mine 
Come visit me here in my dungeon ; 

Flit quick thro’ the bars and bring to me wine, 
And plumcake and cheese for my luncheon. 


“Oh! sweet little black-feathered Grannie, arise, 
And make it your care to-morrow, 

That none of your cousins shall pick out my eyes, 
When I swing, having ended with sorrow.” 
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re 
THE GRENADIERS. 


Towards France there journeyed two grenadiers 
Who had long been prisoners in Russia ; 
But they drooped their heads as they crossed the 
frontiers, 
And trod on the soil of our Prussia. 


’Twas then the sad tidings reached them first 
That France overthrown had retreated, 

That the Grande Armée was routed, dispersed, 
And the Emperor captive, defeated. 


Then they fell a-weeping, those grenadiers, 
The terrible tidings learning ; 
And one of them said: ‘‘ How the old pain sears, 
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How my old wound is burning ! 


The other said: “The song is sung, 
And I would die with thee gladly, 

But at home I have wife and children young, 
And those will need me sadly.” 


“Children and wife—who cares for these ? 
For such let me not be entreated ; 

If they’re starving, let them go beg as they please— 
The Emperor captive, defeated !” 
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“ But if I should die, grant me this one request : 
Oh, brother, ‘see that thou move me, 

That my corse in the soil of France may rest 
With the fresh turf of France above me. 


“ And see that the cross with its ribbon be placed 
On my heart ere in earth thou hide me, 

And gird my sword about my waist, 
And lay my musket beside me. 


“So, listening in silence, evermore 
In my grave like a sentry staying, 

I will wait till I hear the cannon’s roar, 
And the charging coursers neighing. 


“T shall know that the Emperor rides o’er my grave, 
While swords clash on swords affrighted, 

And seizing my arms I will rise from my grave, 
That the Emperor, God bless him! be righted.” 


8. 
THE MESSENGER. 


Arise, my page-boy, saddle quick, 
Leap on thy courser bold ; 
Gallop amain o’er hill and plain 
To royal Duncan’s hold. 
VOL. IX. . D 
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Hie to the stables there and wait 
Till thee the groom has spied, 

Then ask, “ Of Duncan’s daughters which, 
I prithee, is the bride?” 


If the knave says, ‘The dark-eyed maid,” 
Spur back and bring the news. 

If the knave says, “ The blue-eyed maid,” 
Then lesser speed may’st use. 


Then to the nearest rope-walk go, 
And buy me there a cord; 

And slowly ride and bring it me, 
But never speak a word. 


9. 
THE HOME-COMING. 


I will not go alone, my delicate love, 
Thou must journey with me! 
To the dear, old, pleasing, shivering den 
In the drear, cold, freezing, quivering glen 
Where my mother squats at the entrance gate 
Her dear son’s coming home to await. 
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‘““ Nay then, unhand me, gloomy anan! 
Who has called thee hither’. . 
Thy hot breath blows, but thy touch is bleak ; 
Thy bright eye glows, but pale is thy creek. 
Whilst I would have gleeful things for mine, 
With scent of roses and sweet sunshine.” 


Let the roses blossom—the sun shine out, 
My sweetest sweetheart ! . 
Fold round thee thy veil with its white-flowing maze, 
And sound on the lyre its bright flowing lays, 
And sing a wedding song for me 
While the night-wind pipes the melody. 


Io. 


DON RAMIRO. 


* Donna Clara, Donna Clara, 

Loved through long, long years so fondly, 
Thou hast willed to be my ruin, 

Thou hast willed it without mercy. 


“Donna Clara, Donna Clara, 

Is there gift than life more precious ? 
And beneath it will be gruesome 

In the cold and gloomy grave-yard. 
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‘“Clara,.oh, be glad! Fernando 
Will to-morrow at the altar 

Claim thee as his own in marriage ; 
Wiit thou bid me to the wedding ?” 


“Don Ramiro, Don Ramiro, 

What thou sayest smites me sharply, 
More than curses of the planets, 
Which bemock my heart’s desire. 


“ Don Ramiro, Don Ramiro, 

Free thyself from moody sadness ; 
On the earth are many women, 
But we two by God are parted. 


*‘Don Ramiro, overthrower 

Of the hosts of Moorish knighthood, 
O’er thyself now be the victor! 

Oh, my friend, come to my wedding!” 


“Donna Clara, Donna Clara, 

Yes, I will be there, I swear it! 

I will tread a measure with thee; 
Fair good-night ; I come to-morrow! 


“ Fair good-night!” The window clattered 
And Ramiro stood there sighing ; 

Long he stood as changed to marble, 
Vanished at the last in darkness. 
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And at last the long long struggle 
"Tween the night and day was ended; 
And Toledo lay wide-stretching 

Like a garden gay with flowers. 


Palaces and stately buildings 

In the glowing sun are gleaming, 
And the lofty domes of churches — 
Gleam and glisten, as if gilded. 


Distant festive bells are pealing 
Muffled, like the wild bees’ humming ; 
Lovely are the godly chantings 
Rising from God’s many houses. 


But beyond, there, look, behold ye, 
From the chapel on the market 

With a whirling and a surging 
Streams the festive crowd tumultuous. 


Gallant knights and brilliant ladies, 
Servants all in gala garments ; 

And the clear-toned bells are ringing, 
And the organ crashes through them. 
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But through crowds, with cheerful reverence 


Yielding passage, walks the bride-pair, 
Decked in youth and bridal raiment, 
Donna Clara, Don Fernando. 
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Eyes of tens of thousands watch them, 
Thousands of glad voices greet them, 

“ Hail thou sun of Castile’s maidens!” 

“ Hail thou flower of Castile’s knighthood !” 


Toward the bridegroom’s palace threshold 
Rolls the mighty tide of people, 

Where in pride and ancient usage 

They begin the marriage feasting. 


Knightly sports, and gladsome banquets, 
Follow, each with mirthful hubbub; 
Swiftly speed the mirthful hours 

Till the dark mght closes on them. 


Then the wedding guests assemble 

In the lofty hall for dancing ; 

Bright illumed the crowds are shining 
In the vast array of tapers. 


Radiant as a king is Fernand, 

Robed in brilliant purple mantle; 
Like a new-blown rose is Clara, 
Blooming in the bride’s white vesture. 


On exalted dais of honour, 

Willing servants hovering round them, 
Bride and bridegroom now are seated 
Resting, sweetest words exchanging. 
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Murmurous sounds the hall re-echoes, 
As when tempest stirs the ocean, 

And the loud-voiced horns are shrilling, 
And the trumpets all are clashing. 


“Tell me why, oh fairest mistress, 
Are thy constant looks directed 

To the hall’s remotest corner ?” 

Thus the knight spoke in amazement. 


“Dost thou not desery, Fernando, 

There a moving form black-mantled ?” 
And the knight smiles light contentment : 
“Why, tis nothing but a shadow!” 


But the shadow drawing nearer 
Showed itself a man black-mantled. 
Quick she recognised Ramiro, 
Welcomed him, disturbed and flushing. 


And eftsoon the ball is opened, 
Gaily whirls the crowd of dancers 
In the waltz’s giddy circles, 

And the floor is groaning, heaving. 


“Truly I will follow gladly 

To the dance with thee, Ramiro. 
But why in this night-dark mantle 
Hast thou chosen to come hither ?” 


56 


THE BOOK OF SONGS. 


And with stony eyes that pierced her 
Don Ramiro glared upon her. 
Grasping her, he darkly answered : 
“Thou thyself didst bid me hither.” 


Through the surging whirl of dancers 
These two dancers made a pathway. 

And the kettle-drums are booming, 

And the trumpets all are blaring. 

“Why, thy cheeks are white as snow-flakes!” 
Whispered Clara, fear subduing. 

‘Thou thyself didst bid me hither,” 
Hollow-toned spake Don Ramiro. 


Through the hall the tapers flicker 
With the swaying tide of dancers ; 
And the kettle-drums are booming, 
And the trumpets all are blaring. 


“Oh, thy very hands are icy!” 

Clara whispered, terror-stricken. 

“Thou thyself didst bid me hither.” 
And the whirlpool whirls them onward. 


‘Loose me, loose me, Don Ramiro! 
For thy breath is of the churchyard.” 
And again the self-same answer : 
“Thou thyself didst bid me hither.” 
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And the floor itself is glowing, 
Merrily the fiddlers fiddle, 

And as in some mad enchantment 
All things in the hall are whirling. 


“Loose me, loose me, Don Ramiro!” 
And the whirlpool swirls and surges ; 
Don Ramiro makes no answer 

Save those same words, dark and hollow. 


“Go! in God’s great name I bid thee!” 
Clara cried in accents steadfast ; 

And the word was scarcely uttered, 
When, behold, Ramiro vanished. 


Marble death lay on her features, 
Ice at heart, black night around her ; 
Swooning les the radiant maiden, 
Darkened every sense, unconscious. 


But the mists of slumber leave her, 
And at last she lifts her lashes ; 
But amazement once more threatens 
To re-close those gentle eyelids. 


For though all the dance was stirring 
Never had she left the dais; 

Still she sits beside her bridegroom, 
Who is eagerly beseeching. 


58 


THE BOOK OF SONGS. 


“Tell me why thy cheek is paling ? 
Tell me why thine eye is darkening?” 
“Ah! Ramiro!” murmured Clara, 
And her tongue was lamed with horror. 


Then more deep the anxious furrows 
On Fernando’s forehead gathered. 

“ Lady, seek no bloody tidings ; 

Don Ramiro died at noon-day.”’ 


Ly, 
BELSHAZZAR. 


The midnight hour was drawing nigh ; 
Babylon slumbered silently. 


But in the palace of the King 
Was flaring light and rioting. 


Aloft there in the monarch’s hall 
Belshazzar held high festival. 


His minions sat in gleaming line 
And drained the cups of sparkling wine. 


The goblets clashed, the varlets roared, 
Such tumult pleased their braggart Lord! 
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The King’s cheeks flame as red as blood, 
And wine hath made him bold of mood, 


And blindly urges him along 
To blaspheme God with impious tongue. 


He stood erect, blaspheming loud ; 
Applause rang from the servile crowd. 


He shouted with a glance that burned, 
And a slave sped forth and quick returned. 


On his head he bore a precious load 
Robbed from the temple-shrine of God. 


The King snatched recklessly from him 
A sacred cup full to the brim. 


To the last drop the cup did he drain, 
And shouted with foaming mouth again : 


“ Jehovah, at thee contempt I fling, 
And I in Babylon am King.” 


But scarce was the daring taunt expressed 
Ere secret terror filled the King’s breast. 


The strident laughter died away ; 
Over all a death-like silence lay. 
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And see! and see! on the wall above, 
A ghostly hand began to move. 


And it wrote and wrote the white wall upon, 
Letters of flame it wrote—and was gone. 


The King sate there with rigid look, 
Pallid as death, with knees that shook. 


The courtiers sat in chill dismay, 
Silent they sate—no sound made they. 


The Magi came, but none of them all 
Could read the warning upon the wall. 


And ere the morning broke again 
By his own slaves was Belshazzar slain. 


12. 
THE MINSTRELS. 


To the trial of singers ever 
Flocks the eager minstrel throng ; 
Stranger contest was there never 
Than this tournament of song. 


ROMANCES. 61 


Wild and bounding Fancy serves them 
For a charger brave and fine; 

And as buckler Art preserves them, 
And their sword is speech divine. 


From gay balconies above them 
Gladsome beauties gaze beneath, 

But the right one is not with them, 
With the one right laurel wreath ! 


Other knights when as they enter 
For the jousts are hale and sound; 
But we minstrels only venture 
Bearing there our own death-wound. 


And the bard whose life-blood boundeth 
Freest, gushing in his lays, 

He is victor; for him soundeth 
Beauty’s most exalted praise. 


13: 


Young Henry passed with wan pale face ; 
Fair Evelyn looked from her bower. 

“ He’s pale,” she murmured—“ God give me grace— 
As ghosts at the ghostly hour.” 
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He raised his eyes to her window above, 
All love-sick to Evelyn’s bower ; 

Fair Evelyn turned pale with pain of love, 
Pale as ghosts at the ghostly hour. 


Love-stricken fair Evelyn stood in that place, 
Day by day a-watch from her bower ; 

But ere long she lay in Henry’s embrace 
Night by night at the ghostly hour. 


14. 
THE WOUNDED KNIGHT. 


I know an ancient story 
Woeful and sad in sooth ; 

A knight was lying love-stricken, 
For his love had broken her troth. 


Perforce must he despise her, 
That faithless lady fair ; 

Must ever scorn as shameful 
His own regret and despair. 


He is fain to ride in the tourney 
And challenge the nobles all; 

“Who says that my love is not spotless, 
Let him come to the lists and fall.” 
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The knights around would be silent, 
But not his own keen smart; 

By himself must the lance be levelled 
At his own poor broken heart. 


rs. 


THE VOYAGE. 


I stood and leant against the mast 
To count each billow trying. 

Oh fair my fatherland, adieu! 
How the good ship is flying! 


My true love’s windows glisten bright 
As past them I am fleeting ; 

I stare until my eyes are dim, 
But get no sign of greeting. 


Oh, that I may not blinded be, 
Ye tears, keep distant from me ; 

Oh sore-sick heart, break not, although 
Griefs all too great o’ercome me. 


63 


64 


THE BOOK OF SONGS. 


16. 
THE SONG OF REMORSE. 


Sir Ulrich rides through the forest green, 
Where merrily leaves are glistening ; 

Before him a maiden form is seen 
Amongst the branches listening. 


“T know her well,” says the gay gallant, 
“The blooming blossom yonder ; 

Tempting, doth she my pathway haunt 
When in crowds or alone I wander. 


“Twin little rosebuds are her lips, 
So fresh and so delightful, 

But often from between them slips 
A hateful word and spiteful. 


“ And therefore much a rosebush fair 
Her little mouth resembles, 

And venomed snakes of cunning rare 
Hiss where the foliage trembles. 


“ And that delicious dimple, too, 
Upon the cheek delicious, 

That is a pit 1 plunged into, 
Crazed by desire pernicious. 
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“The beauteous curls I loved so well 
Upon that head of beauty, 

They were the net wherein I fell 
To be the devil’s booty. 


“ And that blue eye as clear to see 
As waters gliding purely, 

It seemed the gate of heaven to me, 
Yet it was hell’s gate surely.” 


And through the wood Sir Ulrich rides, 
The dark leaves whisper eerie, 
Another Form before him glides, 
But this is wan and weary. 


“QO Mother!” he cries, “ who lovd’st me so, 
With mother’s love so truly, 

Whose life I turned to bitter woe 
With act and word unruly. 


“Could I dry thine eyes with the scorching heat 
Wherewith my own pangs are glowing ! 

Could I crimson thy cheeks so pale and sweet 
With blood from my own heart flowing!” 


And the knight rides on among the trees ; 
The twilight shades are falling, 

And murmurs rise on the evening breeze, 
Strange voices round him calling. 
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And again and again are the words renewed, 
The words himself had uttered ; 


Twas the sly little birds of the good green wood 


That sang and chattered and fluttered. 


“Sir Ulrich sings his pretty song, 
His song of remorseful sorrow, 

And when he comes to the end of his song, 
He’ll begin it again on the morrow.” 


We 
TO A SINGER, SINGING AN OLD 
ROMANCE. 


Still does her charming image haunt me 
As when at first she met my view ! 

The lovely and mysterious singing 

Within my heart was softly ringing 

Till to my eyes the tears came springing, 
And what befell me scarce I knew. 


A vision came across my senses, 
And I was still a guileless child, 
Sitting in silence by the light 
In my dear mother’s chamber bright, 
Reading old stories of delight, 
Whilst outside night and wind were wild. 
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To life the ancient legends started ; 
The knights were rising from their grave, 
At Roncesvalles the fray advances, 
Sir Roland to the rescue prances, 
Followed by scores of valiant lances, 
And, ah! by Ganelon the Knave. 


An evil bed makes he for Roland, ; 
Whose blood streams forth, whose eyes wax dim ; 
Searce to his Kaiser’s ears had passed 
From the famed horn, the signal-blast, 
Ere the pale Knight had breathed his last, 
And all my vision died with him. 


Then came a stir and loud confusion 
That from my dream recalled me so ; 

The legend from my soul was dying, 

’*Mid clapping hands, in plaudits vieing, 

The hearers endless Bravas crying— 
The prima donna curtsied low. 


18. 


THE SONG OF THE GUINEAS. 


Ah! my golden guineas bright, 
Whither have ye taken flight ? 
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Are ye with the golden fishes 
Which rejoicing in the river 
Dive and rise and dive for ever ? 


Are ye with the golden blossoms, 
Which, upon an emerald lawn, 
Sparkle in the dews of dawn ? 


Are ye with the golden birdies, 
Which, berayed in shining ether, 
Float thro’ purple air together ? 


Are ye with the golden planets, 
Which in brilliant armies bright 
Smile from heaven through all the night ? 


Ah! my bright and golden guineas, 
Swim not in the stream hard by, 
Sparkle not in meadow’s dew, 
Hover not in ether’s blue, 
Smile not from the shining sky. 


Ah! those Manicheans, rot ’em, 
In their greedy claws have got ’em ! 
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19. 
DIALOGUE ON PADERBORN HEATH. 


“Do you hear far music sounding 
As of fiddles and bassoon ? 

Many a pretty girl is bounding 
Yonder to the light-winged tune.” 


“Why, my friend, why, what a blunder! 
As to fiddles! I can’t hear ’em ; 

Only piglings squeal out yonder 
With the old ones grunting near ’em.” 


“Do you hear the bugles pealing 
Where the merry huntsmen pass, 

And the shepherd’s pipes come stealing 
Whilst the still flocks crop the grass ?” 


“Why, my friend, the sound you’re hearing 
Is no pipe! no bugle blows! 

But I see the swineherd nearing, 
Driving home his hogs and sows.” 


“Do you hear, like choirs competing, 
In the distance sweetest lays ? 

Angels with their wings are beating 
To such sounds their loudest praise.” 
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“Why, good sir, those dulcet snatches 
Are no rivalry of song, 

’Tis the screaming boy who watches 
Geese, that drives his geese along.” 


“Don’t you hear the bells a-chiming 
Wondrous sweet and wondrous clear ? 

Where the folk the hill are climbing 
To their church, devout, sincere.”’ 


“Why, my friend, those strains transcending 
Are the bells of ox and cow, 

To their gloomy stables wending 
Home with foreheads drooping low.” 


“See, a silent nod doth greet me ! 
Don’t you see a wimple dance ? 
"Tis my own love there to meet me, 
Yearning in her dewy glance.” 


“Why, my friend, there’s no one nodding! 
But I see an old wife go 

Pale and lean, on crutches plodding 
To the meadow-path below.” 


“ Laugh, old friend, to my confusion, 
Jeer at my fantastic quest, 

But you can’t change to delusion 
What I hold deep in my breast.” 
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ZO 
DREAM AND LIFE. 


The day was glowing, and so glowed my heart; 

But all silent I bore within me the smart, 

And I stole forth in silence, as soon as night fell, 

Where the rose bloomed in silence—a place I knew 
well. 


I drew near softly and dumb as the grave, 
Only my tears my cheeks did lave; 

And into the rose’s cup did I gaze, 

There a light shone out like a glowing blaze. 


Near the rose I lay down to sleep peacefully, 
When a mocking dream made its sport of me: 
I saw there a rosy maiden’s form, 

A bodice of rose hid her bosom warm. 


Something pretty she gave me, and golden and soft, 
Which into a gold house I bore aloft ; 

All things in that house were wondrously gay, 

And a bevy was dancing in festive array. 


The dancers were twelve, they no pause knew or rest, 
Each one’s hand in another’s hand was firm pressed ; 
And whenever one dance to its end drew nigh, 
Another began ere the first had gone by. 
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Through the music came to my ear this strain: 
“The sweetest of hours will ne’er come again; 
Thy whole life has been nothing else but a dream, 
And this hour is only a dream in that dream.” 


The dream was gone when morning burned, 
Quickly my eye to the rose was turned: 

Ah woe! instead of the flame’s bright glow, 
A dull worm lurked in the calyx now. 


21. 


IN AN ALBUM. 


One huge highway is this world of ours, 
And along it we men are but hurriers; 
For on horse and on foot each mortal scours, 

What are we footmen and couriers ? 


Our kerchiefs we wave as we pass on the road, 
And nod from the carriage a greeting ; 

But no time to tarry and kiss is allowed, 
For onward the swift steeds are fleeting. 


Scarce have we met at the same posthouse, 
Oh! much beloved Prince Alexander, 

When the postboy’s horn for departure blows, 
And blows us far asunder. 
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22. 


A TRUISM. 


When spring with its sunshine hours is here, 
Each dear little floweret buds and blows; 
When the moon on her radiant journey goes, 

Then follows her wake every starlet clear. 
When the singer looks into two sweet eyes, 
From the depths of his spirit his songs arise. 

‘But songs and stars, and the dear little flowers, 
And eyes, and moon-rays, and sunshine hours, 

_However much all such stuff may please, 

We cannot make us a world of these. 


SONNETS. 


SONNET TO A. W. SCHLEGEL. 


In swelling hoop, flirting a trim bouquet, 

Hach painted cheek with tiny patches graced, 

A tower-like head-dress, and a wasp-like waist, 
With beaked pantouffles and embroidery gay— 
This was the German Muse’s late array, 

What time she came to hold thee close embraced; 

But thou didst get thee from her paths in haste, 
And dreaming didst pursue thy devious way— 


Then didst thou find a castle in a wood 
Where, like pure marble, lay in solitude 
The sweetest maiden in enchanted rest ; 
But at thy greeting, lo! the spell was broke, 
And, smiling, Germany’s true Muse awoke 
To sink at once, love-vanquished, on thy breast. 


TO MY MOTHER, B. HEINE. 
if 


I have been wont to bear my head on high, 
Haughty and stern am I of mood and mien ; 
Yea, tho’ a king should gaze on me, I ween, 


I should not at his gaze cast down my eye. 
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But I will speak, dear Mother, candidly: 
When most puffed up my haughty mood hath been, 
At thy sweet presence, blissful and serene, 

I feel the shudder of humility. 


Does thy soul all unknown my soul subdue, 

Thy lofty soul that pierces all things thro’ 

And speeds on lightning wings to heaven’s blue ? 
Or am I racked by what my memories tell 

Of frequent deeds which caused thy heart to swell— 
That beauteous heart which loved me, ah! too well. 


Il. 


Thee had I once in a mad dream forsaken, 

And then I longed to roam the wide world over, 

To see, perchance, if I might Love discover, 
And, with embraces loving, Love awaken ! 

I made my search for Love thro’ all the ways, 
Before each door with outstretched hands implored, 
Like any beggar, alms from Love’s rich hoard. 

Men sneered, and froze me with their scornful gaze, 
But in my love-search never ceasing, ever 
For Love, still Love, I sought and found it never ; 

Then turning once more, homeward, sick with care, 
Thou didst come forth to meet me—was I dreaming ? 
For oh, behold! in thy deep eyes lay gleaming, 

Love, the long-sought-for, sweetest Love, was there ! 
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SONNET TO H. S%. 


When hastily upon thy page I gaze, 
Then starts to welcome me the long-endeared, 
The golden forms which to mine eyes appeared 
In boyhood’s dreams and in my childhood’s days. 
Again I see the sacred minster raise 
Its height to heaven, by German faith upreared ; 
Again the organ and the chimes are heard, 
And, low between, love’s sweet complaining lays. 
And nimble imps in swarms my eye perceives, 
Who clamber freakish round the minster towers 
To ruin trellised stone and dainty flowers. 
Yet though you strip the oak of all its leaves, 
And steal the verdant glory of its hue, 
Comes a new spring, ‘twill bower itself anew. 


FRESCO-SONNETS. 


ie 


Wiru dolts I dance not—no! nor incense bear 
To those who seem of gold, but are of clay ; 

Nor grasp his proffered hand who, when he may 

To very tatters my fair name will tear ; 

Nor do I bow before the harlots fair 
Who shameless of their shame do make display ; 
Nor shall I tug with all the mob, when they 

Harness themselves to their own idol’s car. 

Of course I know that the stout oak must fall, 
While supple-bending river reeds stand fast 
After, just as before the tempest-blast. 

But what’s the good of such a reed at all? 

What luck! to serve some coxcomb for a prop, 
Or help to dust the garments of a fop! 


2 


Give me the vizard—I will mask me eke 
As some poor beggar, that the rogues who show 
So bravely in historic domino 


May never dream that I am of their clique. 
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And like the rabble let me act and speak, 
To show myself the lowest of the low, 
Disclaiming all the spirit’s fire and glow, 
In dalliance with varlets vain and weak. 
Thus will I dance at the great fancy-ball 
With knights, monks, kings around, a motley crew, 
Welcomed by harlequin though known to few, 
Belaboured by the wooden swords of all. 
Aye, there’s the joke! for should my masking cease, 
Then all this gallows-gang must hold their peace. 


chy 


I laugh at the insipid dandy-shapes, 
Gloating about me, with their he-goat faces ; 
Laugh at the empty vulpine herd, which traces 
My steps with stealthy leers, and sniffs and gapes ; 
Laugh at the highly-learned race of apes, 
Who vaunt themselves as judges proud of merit ; 
Laugh at the miscreants of feeble spirit, 
Whose venomed shafts no work of mine escapes— 
Still, though kind Fortune’s gifts in ruination 
By Fate’s stern hands before mine eyes are strown, 
And at my feet are as in mockery flung ; 
Ev'n though my heart within my breast is wrung, 
Wrung even to breaking—shattered and o’er- 
thrown— 
A hearty ringing laugh ’s some consolation. 
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4.* 


There haunts my brain a wondrous pretty lay, 
And in the lay a pretty song is ringing, 
And in the song is living, blooming, springing, 
A maiden, young and lovely as a fay: 
And in this maid a little heart doth stay, © 
But in that heart no glow of love you find: 
Into that loveless, frost-encircled mind 
Nothing but pride and scorn can find their way. 
Dost hear, how in my head the lay is ringing ? 
And how the song rings out so stern and sad ? 
And how the maid’s low laugh its burden bears ? 
My head I fear will soon in twain be springing— 
Oh horror! for I fear I may go mad— 
My reason totters with these unknown fears. 


5." 


In the still, melancholy evening-hour, 
Ring in my ears songs silent long ago, 
While down my cheeks my tears in torrents flow, 
And from my old heart-wounds the blood-streams pour. 
And like as in a magic mirror’s floor, 
Before my eyes my darling’s image flits, 
In bodice red as at her work she sits: 
Around her, holy peace reigns evermore. 
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Anon, she'll spring out of her chair, and sever 
From her dear head one of the daintiest curls, 
And give it me, with joy my head still whirls. 

But Satan’s turned my joy to pain for ever, 

He from those hairs has spun a cable strong 
And leads me up and down, for years along. 


6.= 


‘““ When I, a year ago, came back to thee, 
No kiss of welcome on my lips was laid,” 
I growled—the rosy lips of my sweet maid, 

With sweetest kiss, for growl requited me ; 

Then with sweet smile a myrtle slip plucked she, 
From off the bush that at the window stood: 
“Take that,” she said, “plant it in soil that’s good, 

Put over it a glass; and then you'll see.” 

It’s all long past, the slip in pot is dead; 

Nor her sweet self for years have I beheld, 
But still that kiss is burning in my head; 

And from afar it made me lately stray, 
Where my love dwells. All night my post I held, 
Before her door—then went with morn away. 


7.* 
Guard thee, my friend, from grimmest devils’ jaws, 
More dangerous yet are angels softly smiling ; 
One such I knew, and she my heart beguiling, 
Proftered sweet kiss—right soon I felt sharp claws— 
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| Guard thee, my friend, from black old pussy’s paws ; 
_ More dangerous yet are white young kittens 
mewlng— 

_ One such I took for Love, to my undoing— 
| My heart was torn to rags—my Love the cause— 
Ob sweet beguiler! wondrous lovely maiden! 
How could thine eyes of clearest blue deceive me ? 
Could thy soft paw of my heart’s flesh bereave me ? 
My kitten’s softest paw with sweet scent laden. 

Oh might I press it to my lips all glowing ! 

And might my heart’s blood then to death be 

flowing ! 


| 
| 
| 
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How soon would poverty forsake me wholly, 
Could I with faultless pencil be appealing 
To all, and deck the walls from floor to ceiling, 
Of hall or church, with pictures gay or holy! 
How soon the gold would fall, like showers in thunder, 
If on the flute, the fiddle, and piano, 
I could so write for bass and for soprano, 
That lords and ladies should clap hands in wonder! 
But Mammon ne’er will smile upon poor me, 
Alas, alas! one only art I cherish 
And that’s the starving art of Poesy— 
And so, while other men, with goblets flowing, 
Are god-like on champagne, why I must perish 
Of thirst, or to the pump for drink be going. 
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9.* 

Mere torture-chamber has this world been to me, 
Where by the heels the hangman me suspended, 
With red-hot pincers all my members rended, 

Then into cramping iron fetters threw me. 

Wild shrieks of nameless pain resounded through me, 
From mouth and eyes the blood was streaming 

furious— 
A lady passing by stopped, cool and curious ; 

With golden hammer’s coup de grdce she slew me, 
Then curious looked she on while in contortion 
My limbs were writhing, in Death’s grim abortion. 

From bleeding mouth my tongue hung out and 

quivered— 

Curious she gazed, while still my weak heart shivered— 

My last death-rattle seemed sweet music to her, 

And to a cold and mocking laughter drew her. 


LOn. 
Thou’st seen me oft fight with that clownish race 
Of painted cats, and puppies glass-in-eye, 
Who love to foul my fair name’s purity, 
And with their tongues would me to ruin chase. 
Thou’st seen me oft teased by the pedant fry, 
Surrounded by each fool’s-cap-wearing ass, 
My heart for every poisonous snake a place, 
While my life’s blood from countless wounds doth fly. 
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_ But thou alone like to a tower did’st stand : 


In storms, thy head like lighthouse on firm land ; 
Thy true heart was to me a harbour sure— 

A harbour, but across a stormy main— 

Few ships perhaps that harbour may attain, 
But who attains may slumber there, secure. 


|G 


Fain would I weep, but weeping is denied ; 

Fain would I strive, with ardour upwards leap, 
But striving is denied, on earth I creep 

Where foul snakes all around me hiss and glide. 
Fain would I near my dearest Love abide, 

O’er my Life’s Joy in circling space would sweep. 
In her health-giving breath my own to steep 

I was denied! My heart grew sick indeed. 

Out of my broken heart the blood flows fast, 

The scalding blood, and I wax faint and chill, 
And to my eyes all things grow drear and drearer. 
With strange mysterious thrill I long for nearer 
View of that Cloudland where pale ghosts and still 
Their loving arms would gently round me cast. 


A LYRICAL INTERMEZZO. 


PROLOGUE. 


THERE once was a knight, who was moody and drear, 
Wan and hollow beyond all telling; 

He staggered and stumbled, now hither, now here, 
Some desolate dream him compelling. 

So wooden, so lumpish, so clumsy was he, 

That the girls and the flowers they tittered with glee, 
When he shambled along past their dwelling. 


In the gloomiest corner he sat there remote, 
And shrank where his fellows were thronging ; 
And tho’ never a word from his lips ye might note, 
He would stretch forth his arms with strange longing. 
But the one tiny tap at his door would he hear, 
When singing and ringing came echoing clear 
As the Minster the midnight was tonguing. 


Then enters his loved one; she steals to his chair, 
Clad in raiment of foam white and gushing, 
But her veil it is only one magical glare ; 
Like a rose she is blushing and flushing. 
Gold tresses are playing around her fair feet, 
And her eyes have a power resistless and sweet. 


To the other’s embrace each is rushing. 
84 
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The knight, he enclasps her with passionate might, 
He was wooden—he bursts into fire ; 
He dreamt, but he wakes; he is red who was white; 
The timid is bold with desire. 
With her wiles and her glamour the knight is 
beguiled, 


_ And her veil she cast over his head while she smiled— 


The veil of her witchery dire. 


- And now by enchantment he stands in a hall 


Built of water, by water surrounded ; 
With the glare and the glitter, the rush and the 
fall 
The knight is bemused and confounded. 


- But the water-fay clingeth still close to his side, 


The knight he is bridegroom, the fay she is bride ; 
And the lutes of her handmaids resounded. 


They play and they sing—and they sing with 
delight ; 
To her feet leapeth every dancer ; 
His wits and his senses are leaving the knight, 
Yet more tightly he strains the entrancer. 
When—the lights are extinguished, the brilliance is 
gone, 
The knight he is sitting at home—and alone, 
In the poet’s poor desolate garret. 
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All in the wondrous month of May, 
When every bud was blowing, 
Then deep within my bosom 
The tender love was growing. 


All in the wondrous month of May, 
When birds sang late and early, 
I told my love and longing 
To her I love so dearly. 


Out of my tears many flowers 
In rarest bloom arise, 


And the songs of a chorus of nightingales 


Re-echo out of my sighs. 


And little one, if thou wilt love me, 
Thine all the flowers shall be; 
And the nightingale at thy window 
Shall carol his blithest for thee. 


| 
| 
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a: 


The rose and the lily, the dove and the sun, 

With a passionate love I once loved every one. 

I love them no more—but I love the completest, 

The neatest and meetest, discreetest and sweetest. 

She herself is love’s well-spring, and other there’s none, 
For she’s rose and she’s lily, she’s dove and she’s sun. 


4. 


When as I gaze into thine eyes, 

Then every pain and sorrow flies ; 

But when my lips are pressed to thine, 
Then perfect health and joy are mine. 


And when upon thy heart I rest, 
Heaven’s ecstasy o’erfloods my breast ; 
But when thou sayest—I love but thee, 
Then I do weep most bitterly. 


me 


So fair and dear thy features seem, 
As now I saw them in my dream; 
So sweet, so angel-like thou art, 

Yet pale—so pale it breaks my heart. 
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Still rose-hues on thy lips prevail, 

But death ere long will kiss them pale. 
Even now the heavenly radiance flies 
Which shone from out those pure calm eyes. 


6. 


Oh lean thy cheek upon my cheek, 
That together our tears may flow! 

And to my heart press fast thy heart, 
That together their flames may glow. 


And when the stream of our tears shall flow 
Where that mighty flame is burning, 

And when my strong arms round thy body I throw, 
I die of wild love’s yearning. 


7. 


I will bathe my spirit rejoicing 
Deep in the lily’s bell; 

The lily shall thence be voicing 
A song to my bonnibel. 


The song shall leap and quiver, 
As on her mouth the kiss, 

Which she gave me once and for ever 
In a moment of wondrous bliss. 
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8. 


The stars have stood unmoving 
Upon the heavenly plains 
For ages, gazing each on each, 

With all a lover’s pains. 


They speak a noble language, 
Copious and rich and strong ; 

Yet none of your greatest schoolmen 
Can understand that tongue. 


But I have learnt it, and never 
Can forget it for my part— 

For I used as my only grammar 
The face of the joy of my heart. 


9. 


On wings of song I’d bear thee 
Away whom I love so well; 
Away to the Ganges’ prairie ; 
I know where ’tis fair to dwell. 


There in the still noon is sleeping 
A gorgeous-flowered grove ; 

The lotus-flowers are keeping 
Watch for the sister they love. 
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The violets prattle and flutter, 
And gaze at the stars above ; 
In secret the roses utter 
Their fragrant stories of love. 


Lithe, gentle gazelles come bounding 
Nearer to list to the rose; 

Afar you may hear resounding, 
The Sacred Stream as it flows. 


There will we slumber, sinking 
Beneath the palm to rest; 

Love and repose in-drinking, 
And dreaming dreams thrice-blest. 


IO. 


The lotus-blossom trembles 
At the Sun’s resplendent light, 
And waits with drooping forehead 
In dreams the coming night. 


The moon he is her leman, 
And wakes her from her dreams 
Her chaste flower-face unveiling, 
To him, she meets his beams. 
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She beams and glows and glimmers, 
Her upward gaze she strains, 

Pours forth her tears and perfume 
Of Love, and Love’s sweet pains. 


er 


By Rhine, our sacred river, 
On mirroring waves is thrown 
With its great Dom for ever, 
Our great and sacred Cologne. 


High in the Dom hath its station 
A picture on leather of gold; 
Amid my life’s desolation 
I saw it, and was consoled. 


Flowers and seraphs hover 
Around Our Lady there, 

Whose eyes, lips, cheeks, discover 
The face of my sweetheart fair. 


12. 


Thou lov’st me not—thou lov’st not me, 


That’s unimportant, very ! 
To gaze upon thee is to be 
More than a monarch merry. 


gI 
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Thou hatest, hatest me indeed— 
Thy rosy lips declare it ; 

But lend them me to kiss at need, 
And, child, I well may bear it. 


Pe 


Thou must twine thee so lovingly round me, 
Thou woman, dear, lovely and warm ; 

Till with arms and with feet thou hast bound me, 
And with all the lithe grace of thy form. 


Then she threw herself mightily on me; 

She twined, and she wound, and she pressed ; 
She won me, most beautiful serpent ! 

Her Laocéon the thrice blest. 


14. 


Nay, swear not, only kiss me now: 

I may not trust a woman’s vow ! 

Though sweet thy word, more sweet to me 
The kiss that I have won from thee; 

I have it, and I hold it true, 

But words are breath and fleeting dew. 


* * * 
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Nay, swear, my darling, breathe thy vow; 
I trust thy merest promise now. 

For sinking thus upon thy breast 

I know myself supremely blest. 

I know that thou my love wilt be 

For years beyond eternity. 


15 


Upon my dearest’s pretty eyne 
I make the fairest canzoni; 
Upon my dearest’s mouth so fine 
I make the best terza rima; 
Upon my dearest’s cheek divine 
I make the noblest stanze. 
And Id pen her a sonnet, and not a bad one, 
On her little heart—if she only had one. 


16. 


The world has neither eyes nor brains, 
It grows in stultification ! 

Of thee, my pretty child, it complains 
Thou hast not the best reputation. 


The world has neither brains nor eyes, 
For ever mis-discerning ; 

It knows not what joy in thy kisses lies, 
Nor the ecstasy of their burning. 
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17. 


Thou shalt tell me now, my sweeting; 
Art thou not indeed the dream 

Which, when summer nights are fleeting, 
Through the poet’s brain doth stream ? 


No—a mouth so sweet with passion, 
Eyes so full of magic light, 

Such a darling child to fashion 
Is beyond the poet’s might. 


Vampires, basilisks malicious, 
Dragon-brood and monsters dire, 

All such fabled beasts pernicious, 
These create the poet’s fire. 


But thyself, thy freaks and fancies, 
And thy face so tender-bright, 

And thy truthful, treacherous glances, 
Are beyond the poet’s might. 


18. 


Like the ocean-foam-born goddess 
Shines my love with beauty decked, 
For of some unheard-of stranger 
She’s the little bride-elect. 
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Oh my heart, thou patient sufferer, 
Bear no grudge that she’s untrue; 

Bear, bear with her and forgive her, 
All the pretty fool may do. 


19. 


I know no grudge though my own heart should break, 
Oh! my lost Love, no grudge for thy sweet sake 
Beam as thou wilt in all thy diamonds bright, 

No beam can shine to cheer thy bosom’s night. 


TPve known it long. I saw thee in my sleep, 
And o’er thy heart night brooded dark and deep. 
I saw the serpent gnawing at thy breast, 

And knew thee of all women wretchedest. 


20. 


Yes, thou art wretched, and all grudge departs. 
O Love, we cannot ’scape from wretchedness. 
Till Death himself shall break our stricken hearts, 
O Love, we cannot ’scape from wretchedness. 


The mockery on thy lip, I see it well; 
I see defiance flashing from thine eye; 

I see the pride which makes thy bosom swell— 
Yet art thou wretched, wretched even as I. 
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But pain will twitch the lip unseen of all; 
In that proud bosom hidden wounds do le; 
That eye is dimmed by tears that dare not fall— 
O Love, we must be wretched—till we die. 


72) 


Heigho! what music entrancing ! 
Flutes, fiddles, and trumpets, and all! 
And see where my love is dancing 
A dance at her wedding ball. 


Heigho! what a clamour and droning! 
How the trumpets bray thro’ the hall! 

But hark to the sobbing and groaning 
Of the good angels all. 


22. 


And canst thowhave forgotten wholly 

How long thy heart was mine, mine solely ? 

That small heart so sweet, and so false, and so wee, 
Nought sweeter, nought falser could ever be. 


Canst thou have forgotten the love and anguish 
Wherewith my heart oppressed did languish ? 

I know not if love was greater than care, 

I only know how great both were. 
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oa. 


If they knew, the tiny flowers, 
How bleeds my wounded heart, 
Their tears would mingle in showers 
With mine, to heal the smart. 


And if the nightingales knew it, 
How sad and sick is my soul, 

They would burst into song to renew it, 
And make my spirit whole. 


To the golden stars were it given 
To know of my sorrow and pain, 
They would quit their lofty Heaven 

To bid me take heart again. 


How should these know it, I wonder! 
One only knows my smart ; 

It is she who herself rent asunder, 
Rent asunder my heart. 


24. 


Oh wherefore are the roses wan, 
Oh say, my Love, wherefore ? 

And wherefore the green grass upon 
Blue violets breathe no more ? 
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Oh wherefore sings the lark o’erhead 
A song of such despair ? 

And why are death-like odours shed 
From fragrant lavender ? 


Why gleams the sun so coldly bright 
Upon the saddened lea ? 

The mournful earth in gray is dight, 
Tis like a grave to me. 


Oh wherefore am I so sick and so drear, 
Oh say, my Love, my own; 

Oh say, my dearest, my heart’s own dear, 
Wherefore hast thou left me lone ? 


25. 


They have borne you tales of your lover, 
Of slanders what a host! 

But never could they discover 
What wrung my soul the most. 


They made a pother uncivil, 
With doleful shake of the head; 
They whispered I was the devil, 
And you believed all they said. 
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But none of them knew wholly 
What far surpassed the rest— 
The greatest evil and folly 
Lay hid in my own breast. 


26. 


The nightingale sang, the lime was in flower, 
The sun was laughing with hearty glee ; 

Your arms were about me, you kissed me that hour, 
On your heaving bosom you cradled me. 


The raven croaked, and the lime-leaves fell, 
The sun’s salute was a peevish light; 

We bade to each other a frosty “ Farewell,” 
And you curtsied politely a curtsy polite. 


27, 


We have felt so much the one for the other, 
Yet lived in an excellent concord, God knows ; 
We have played at husband and wife together, 
Yet never once came to scratchings or blows. 
We have shouted together in joy and in jest, 
And tenderly too we have kissed and caressed. 
And we played at the last in childish glee 
At hide-and-seek through life’s tangled maze ; 
And managed to hide so completely that we 
Shall not find each other through all our days. 
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28*. 


I’ve no belief in Heaven, 
Whereof the parsons drone, 

Thine eye’s what I believe in, 
My Heaven’s light alone. 


I’ve no belief in Godhead, 
Whereof the parsons drone, 
Thy heart’s all I believe in, 
It fills my Godhead’s throne. 


I’ve no belief in Devil, 
Hell, and Hell’s evil smart ; 
Thine eye I do believe in, 
And in thy evil heart. 


29. 


You stood by me the longest, 3 
Nor spared yourself to save me; + 
Comfort and hope you gave me @ 
When want and fear were strongest. | 


With meat and drink you supplied me, 
With linen of your own weaving, 
With a passport when I was leaving, 

Nor was your purse denied me. 
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My darling! From scorching acd freezing 
May God protect her ever; 
And may He in mercy forgive her 

Her goodness to me unceasing ! 


30. 


Old Mother Earth was close-fisted so long 

When May came on with “dépense remarquable” ; 
And the world is joy, and laughter, and song; 

But for laughter—“Je n’en suis plus capable.” 


The bells are chiming, the flowers they grow, 

The birds they chatter, “comme dans une fable”; 
But in all their chatter no pleasure I know, 

For all is to me “une affaire misérable.” 


Still all mankind seems sad and shady, 
Even my friend, “autrefois passable,” 
Because they now style and intitle “My Lady” 
My sweetest love, “si douce et aimable.” 


be, 


But when I loitered in foreign climes, 

And I dreamed there regardless of seasons and times, 
My darling found that the time went slow, 

And she stitched and contrived for herself a trousseau, 


102 THE BOOK OF SONGS. 


And as husband in tender arms she wound 

The dullest young dullard for miles around. 

My love is so gentle and fair to see, 

That her gracious image still haunteth me; 

The violet eyes and the cheek’s rose-hue 

Will bloom and will blossom the whole year through ; 
To let slip by so charming a wife 

Was-the dullest of all the dull acts of my life. 


a2. 


The violets of her eyes, the rose 
That on her cheek so softly glows, 
The hlies her white hands disclose— 
These bloom as sweetly as before, 
But the heart is rotten to the core. 


33: 


So fair is the world, and so blue the sky, 
The airs breathe so balmy and tenderly, 
On the meadows the flowers with open eye 
Sparkle and gleam where the dewdrops lie, 
And men are exulting as I pass by. 
But I would he in the grave’s strait bed 
And nestle close to a love that is dead. 
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34. 


Oh sweet my darling, when the gloom 
Of the sad grave shall hide thee, 

I will descend into thy tomb 
And nestle close beside thee. 


All silent and pallid and cold as thou art— 
With trembling, rejoicing, and sighing 

I will kiss thee and strain thee, close, close to my heart 
Till I too am swooning and dying. 


? 


The dead shall arise at the midnight sound, 
In airy circles sweeping, 

But thou and I will stay ‘neath the ground; 
In thine arms shall I be sleeping. 


The dead shall arise to delight or despair 
As the Judgment Day is breaking ; 

But we shall lie, without thought or care, 
In each other’s arms unwaking. 


35: 


There stands a lonely fir-tree 
Far north on a naked height ; 

He slumbers—the ice and snowdrifts 
Enfold him in mantle white. 
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He is dreaming of a palm-tree 
That far in the Eastern land 
Grieves lonely and uncomplaining 
On a waste of scorching sand. 


36.* 


Beauteous stars, with golden ray, 
Greet my dear one far away ; 
Tell her, weak and worn I feel. 
Sick at heart, but true as steel. 


37. 


(The Head speaks.) 


Oh that the footstool I might be 
Whereon my darling’s feet are set; 

Though she should sore betrample me, 
Never would I complain or fret. 


(The Heart speaks.) 


Oh that the cushion I might be 
Wherein her pins my darling sticks! 
Though she should stab and prick at me 
I would rejoice in stabs and pricks. 


a 
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(Lhe Song speaks.) 


Oh that the paper I might be 
Wherewith she curls her sunny hair! 

Then all that lives and breathes in me 
In whispers to her ear I’d bear. 


38. 


From the hour my dearest fled 
All my trick of laughter’s dead ; 
Jests fly round from many a bore, 
But I laugh no more, no more. 


From the hour she left me lone 

All my power of weeping’s gone ; 
Breaks my heart with anguish sore, 
But I weep no more, no more. 


39: 


From out my sorrow comes forth song, 
The tiny songs I utter ; 
They spread their wings and flutter 
To the heart I have trusted long. 


They found their way in a minute; 
But soon they return complaining, 
Complaining but not explaining 

What things they had seen within it. 
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40. 


I cherish the sweet recollection, 
Thou woman so fair, so adored, 

How I owned thee in all thy perfection, 
Of thy body and soul I was lord. 


Thy body—ah! might I still hold it— 
That body so young and so fair— 


For thy soul—in the grave thou might’st fold it, 


I have quite soul enough for the pair. 


My soul then dividing with thee, love, 
Ill breathe half of it into thy breast ; 

And, clasping thy body I'll be, love, 
With thee—soul and body—at rest. 


4I. 


In the meadows smug burghers are straying 
In Sunday best dressed out ; 

They are frisking, and shouting, and saying, 
“Tis beautiful here-about.” 


They peer with eyes a-blinking 
Where buds and blossoms peep, 


Whilst with long cocked ears they are drinking, 


The sparrow’s romantic cheep. 
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But I my windows have covered 
With hangings black as night ; 

For familiar ghosts have hovered 
About me in broad daylight. 


And she who once did love me 
Came back from the spirit-spheres ; 
She wept as she bent above me, 


And melted my heart with her tears. 


42. 


The visions of times forgotten 
Are rising from the dead, 
Revealing, when thou wast near me, 
The kind of life I led. 


By day I moved, without purpose, 

In dreams through the city’s ways ; 
I was so dumb and wretched, 

The passers stared in amaze. 


By night it was something better, 
When streets were clear of men, 
And I alone, and my shadow, 
We wandered in silence then. 
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Across the bridge I wandered, 
My footsteps echoing loud; 

The moon gave me solemn greeting, 
Just bursting through the cloud. 


Before thy house I lingered, 
Staring up from below, 

Staring up at thy lattice. 
My heart was aching so. 


Often and oft from thy lattice 
Thou hast looked, I know it well, 

And seen me stand, ike a column, 
Alone where the moonbeams fell. 


43. 


A young man loves a maiden 
Who would fain be another’s wife ; 
That other’s in love with some other, 
And has taken her for life. 


The maiden, piqued and angry, 
Just weds the first good man 
Who happens to come across her. 

The youth fares as he can. 
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It is an ancient story, 
Yet one for ever new ; 

But he to whom it happens, 
It cleaves his heart in two. 


44.* 


True friendship—true love—the philosopher’s stone— 
_ Good people who prize all the three I have known: 
And I prized, and have sought them since manhood 
began, 
But I have not yet found them—do all that I can. 


45. 


I hear the old song waking 
My love sang long ago, 

My heart goes near to breaking, 
So fierce and wild my woe. 


And full of yearning sadness, 
I seek the wooded knoll, 
Where tears assuage the madness 
Of frenzied heart and soul. 
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4G" 


The flowers are one and all gazing 
At the shining God of day— 
The rivers are one and all taking 
To the shining sea their way. 


My songs are one and all flying 
To the shining eyes of my dear 

Take with you my tears and my sighing, 
Ye songs, so mournful and drear. 


47. 


I dreamt of the child of a mighty king, 
All wan with weeping and pining ; 

We sate “neath the lime-trees green with spring, 
In each other’s arms reclining. 


“T covet not thy father’s throne, 
Nor his sceptre jewel-laden ; 

I covet not his diamond crown ; 
I want but thee, sweet maiden.” 


And she replied: “That may not be, 
For in the grave I lie; 

Only by night I come to thee, 
Because love cannot die.” 
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48. 


O Love, in our boat together, 
How wrapt in each other were we ; 
In the silent evening weather 
Drifting far o’er the sea. 


In haze the moon came stealing ° 
Round the beauteous spirit-isle ; 
Whence lovely sounds were pealing, 

And light mists danced the while. 


More sweet grew that music peerless, 
And waving, swayed the haze; 

But we passed by and cheerless 
Drifted on wide sea-ways. 


49. 


From ancient fairy stories 
Beckons a snow-white hand, 
And voices sing the glories 
Of the Enchanted Land. 


Where gorgeous flowers languish 
At golden eventide, 

Gazing with tender anguish, 
As bridegroom looks on bride: 


IIt 
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Where all the trees have voices 
And join the choral song ; 

Where every brook rejoices 
And, singing, bounds along ; 


Where love-songs sound more sweetly 
Than any mortal lays, 

Till rapt desire completely 
The joyous senses sways! 


Oh in that Land Enchanted 
To dwell in eestasy ! 

No more by sorrow haunted, 
But whole, and gay and free! 


Oh, Land of all my yearning, 
I see it in my dream. 

It flies with day’s returning 
Like foam upon a stream ! 


50. 


I have loved thee, still love thee, and evermore 
Amid a world’s undoing, 

The flames of my love for thee shall soar 
From out the shattered ruin. 
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And after I have loved thee so, 
When my death-hour is near me, 

I shall bear with me to the grave below 
The deep love-wounds that sear me. 


ee 


In the beaming daybreak of summer 
I wander through the grove; 

The flowers prattle and whisper, 
But silent, alone, I rove. 


The flowers prattle and whisper, 
And with pity my face they scan ; 
** Bear no ill-wlll to our sister, 
Thou pale, unhappy man.” 


52; 


Veiled in a dusky glory 

My love sheds forth her light, 
Like a dim, woeful story 

Told in a summer-night. 


“Tn a magic grove two lovers, 
Are silently wandering ; 
Around them the moonlight hovers, 
Above them the nightingales sing. 
VOL. IX. H 
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“The lady stands fixed and defiant; 
Before her kneels the knight ; 

From the forest strides forth the giant ; 
The lady flees in affright. 


“Tn his blood the knight les dying ; 
The giant plods back to his hold ”— 
When I in my grave am lying, 
The end of the tale may be told. 


53: 


My brethren have angered me sorely, 
Tortured me early and late ; 

Some of them with their loving, 
Some of them with their hate. 


Into my cup dropped poison, 
They poisoned the bread I ate ; 

Some of them with their loving, 
Some of them with their hate. 


But she who has tortured and crushed me, 


And grieved me all others above— 
She never gave me her hatred, 
She never gave me her love. 
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54. 


The glowing warmth of summer 
Upon thy cheek doth rest ; 
The icy chill of winter 
Is of thy heart possessed. 


Ere long ’twill all be altered, - 
My dearest and my best; 

Winter will reign upon thy cheek, 
And summer in thy breast. 


55. 


When comes the hour of parting, 
Then tears stream from the eyes ; 

Then hands grasp one another 
With endless sobs and sighs. 


We two wept not at parting ; 
We made no sigh, no moan! 
Our sighs and tears, my darling, 

They came when all was done. 


56. 


As they sipped their tea round the table, 
Their talk was of Love alone ; 

The gentlemen’s arguments were able, 
The ladies’, more tender in tone. 
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‘‘Love surely should be platonic,” 

Said the Councillor wizened and dry; 
His consort’s smile was ironic, 

Yet she none the less sighed a sigh. 


Quoth the ponderous Canon clearly : 

‘‘ Love must not be gross, you know, 
Or health will suffer severely.” 

The young lady simpered: ‘‘ How so?” 


Cried the Countess in accents heart-rending : 
“ Love, love seems resistless to me!” 
And, graciously unbending, 
She handed the Baron his tea. 


You were missing amid the tattle ; 
One chair stood empty, my Love. 

How pretty had been your prattle, 
My sweetest, about your love. 


57- 


Poisoned, they say, are my verses ; 
What other result could there be, 

When into my blooming springtime 
Poison was dropped by Thee ? 
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Poisoned, they say, are my verses; 
What other result could there be ? 

In my heart I’ve a brood of serpents, 
And amongst them, my charmer, Thee. 


58. 


I dreamt again the dream of yore; 
The sweet May night was glowing, 

We sate “neath the linden-tree once more, 
Eternal fidelity vowing. 


There was vowing and swearing well-nigh to the morn, 
And kisses, and whispers, and laughter ; 

That I might be mindful of what I had sworn 
You bit my hand just after. 


O darling, with eyes so bright and clear, 
Provoking, enslaving, delighting— 

The swearing was quite en régle, my dear, 
But you might have spared the biting. 


59. 


Standing upon the hill-top 
In sentimental strain ; 
“Tf I were a little birdie,” 

I carol again and again, 
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If I were a little swallow, 
My child, I would fly to thee, 
And close beside thy window, 
My nest should builded be, 


And were I the nightingale surely, 
My child, I would fly to thee; 

And sing thee songs till the morning, 
From the green linden-tree. 


And were I a robin-redbreast, 
I would fly at once to thy heart ; 
For thou art partial to redbreasts, 
And hast balm for a cock-robin’s smart. 


60. 


My carriage is rolling slowly 
Through merry forest green ; 
Through flowery vales enchanted, 
Blooming in summer sheen. 


I think of my best Beloved, 
And muse and dream as I ride; 
When three shadowy shapes salute me, 
Thrusting their heads inside. 
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They caper with strange grimaces, 
They mock yet seem half in dread ; 
Like mists they whirl into each other, 
And titter—and whoop! they are sped. 


OI. 


I wept as I lay dreaming, 

I dreamt that thou wast dead, 
I woke, but still in waking 

My constant tears were shed. 


I wept as I lay dreaming, 
I dreamt thou wast false to me; 
I woke and still was weeping— 
My tears flowed bitterly. 


I wept as I lay dreaming, 
I dreamt you loved me well ; 
I woke, but still unceasing 
The stream of tear-drops fell. 


62: 


Love, whom in dreams I nightly greet, 
Whose answering smile I see; 
Weeping I fall at thy dear feet, 
And tell my woe to thee. 
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Thou look’st on me with sad surmise, 
Thy fair head gently shaking ; 

The tear-drop pearls within thine eyes 
Are gathering slow, and breaking. 


Thou giv’st a spray of cypress-tree, 
Thou whisperest one word lowly. 

I wake, and the cypress no more I see, 
And the word is forgotten wholly. 


63. 


What rain! what howling and tearing! 
The autumn night is wild. 
Ah! how may she be faring, 
My poor dear timid child ? 


At her window I see her leaning, 
In the poor deserted room ; 
Her dear wet eyes are straining 

Fixedly into the gloom. 


64. 


The forest is shaken in darkness 
By the cold, wet autumn breeze ; 
With my grey cloak wrapped about me, 
I ride alone through the trees. 
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And as I am riding my fancies 
Ride faster along my road, 

And bear me blithe and lightsome 
To my own Love’s abode. 


The dogs are barking, the servants 
Come forth with torches alight ; 
My spurs clank on the marble, 
I rush up the winding flight. 


In the bright-lit tapestried chamber 
How perfumed it is! how warm! 

She awaits me there in her beauty, 
I hold her in my arm! 


The wind whirls thro’ the branches, 
The giant oak-tree screams : 

“ What wouldst thou, frantic horseman, 
With all thy frantic dreams ?” 


65. 


A star is falling swiftly 
Swift from its dazzling sphere ; 
The star of love ’tis surely, 
Which I see falling here. 
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From the apple-tree in showers 
Blossoms and leaves do fall, 

And the mocking breezes come blowing 
And make their sport of all. 


The swan on the lake is singing 
And sailing to and fro; 

And he dives in the grave of waters, 
Singing low and more low. 


All is so dark and silent ! 
Blossom and leaf decay ; 

The star flickers out in the blackness ; 
The swan’s song dies away. 


66. 


The Dream-God brought me to a mansion vast 
Gleaming with light, and sultry with perfumes ; 
Where streams of gay-clad guests were streaming fast 

Through many a labyrinthine tortuous room. 
With piteous cries, and hands to Heaven up-cast, 
Towards the portals hastened page and groom; 
Ladies and knights wheeled onwards with the throng, 
And by the crowd I too was borne along. 
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But all at once I am alone, and lo! 
The crowd has disappeared, to my amaze 
Onward alone with speedy steps I go 
Through all the chambers and their winding 
ways. 
My foot is lead, my heart is fear and woe; 
Dread not to find the door my heart dismays. 
At length to the last door of all I draw— - 
Would pass it—God! who was it that I saw ? 


There at the door did my Beloved stand, 
Care on her brow, and on her full lip pain; 

She drove me back again with waving hand— 
Was it in warning? was it in disdain ? 

Yet from her eyes a sweet glance darted, and 
It flashed and thrilled alike thro’ heart and 

brain. 
As, strange and angered, from her eyes there broke 


_ That look which yet was sweetness, I awoke. 


67. 


Cold and still did the forest loom, 

As groaning I strayed thro’ the midnight gloom. 
I woke up the trees in unmannerly fashion, 

They only nodded their heads in compassion. 
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68.* 


At the crossways lies he buried 

Whose own hand wrought his doom : 
There a blue flower is growing— 

“The wretched Sinner’s bloom.” 


I stood at the crossways sighing— 
Cold was the dark night’s gloom— 
In the moonlight slowly waving 
I saw the Sinner’s bloom. 


69. 
Darkness dead and dense broods on me; 
Everywhere the darkness lies, 
Since there beams no more upon me 
Light, my dearest, from thine eyes. 


Those sweet love-stars that shone o’er me 
Now have quenched their glorious light, 
Earth is gaping wide before, 
Hide me, oh primeval night! 


70. 
Night lay upon mine eyelids, 
My lips were choked with clay ; 
With brain and heart all rigid, 
Deep in my grave | lay. 
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How long I may have slumbered 
In sooth I cannot tell; 

A knock upon my gravestone 
Woke me—lI heard it well. 


“Wilt thou not rouse thee, Henry, 
The day of judgment breaks ; 

Behold, the dead are rising, 
Eternal bliss awakes.” 


“ How should I rise, my dearest ? 
For still I cannot see ; 

Alas! my eyes are blinded 
With weeping,—utterly.” 


“From thy dear eyelids, Henry, 
Will I kiss off the night ; 

Thou shalt behold the angels, 
And all the Heavens’ delight.” 


“ How should I rise, my dearest ? 
My heart still bleedeth sore, 

From the sharp wound you gave it 
With one sharp word of yore.” 


“Tl lay so softly, Henry, 
My hand upon thy heart, 

Then shall it bleed no longer, 
Then shall be healed the smart.” 
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“ How should I rise, my dearest ? 
Still from my head doth burst 

The blood shed by my pistol 
What time I lost thee first.” 


“With my soft tresses, Henry, 
I will stop up the wound; 

I will drive back the blood-stream, 
And make thee whole and sound.” 


Her prayer was soft and loving, 
I could no more delay ; 
Gladly would I have risen 
And made to her my way. 


When the old wounds re-open, 
From chest and forehead break 

The torrents of my life-blood, 
And lo! I wake! I wake! 


rae 


My songs, so old and bitter, 
My dreams, so vile and drear, 
Come, bury them for ever, 
What ho! a coffin here! 
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Much will I lay within it 
Which yet I may not tell. 

The size of Heidelberg’s famed tun 
That coffin must excel. 


See that a bier be furnished 
Of stout and seasoned pine ; 
Let it be longer than the bridge - 
At Mainz that spans the Rhine. 


And summon me twelve giants, 
Men of a mightier mould 
Than Christopher the Sainted, 

In Koln’s cathedral old. 


Let these bear forth the coffin 
And drown it in the sea; 
For to so huge a coffin 
The grave as huge must be. 


Wouldst know wherefore the coffin 
Must be so strong and vast ? 
There all my love and anguish 
[ll lay to rest at last. 
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Ji 


In my life’s deep gloom and darkness 
Once a lovely form shed light; 
Now that lovely form has vanished, 
I am all enwrapped in night. 


Just as children’s spirits falter 
If they’re kept in darkness long ; 
And to drive away their terror 
They set up some noisy song. 


I, an untrained child, am singing 
Loudly in the darkness here ; 
If the song be not melodious, 
It has freed me from my fear. 


2. 


I know not what it presages 
That I am so sad to-day ; 
A legend of far-off ages 
Will not from my thoughts away. 
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The air is cool and darkling, 
Unruffled flows the Rhine; 

The crest of the mountain is sparkling, 
The evening sunbeams shine. 


There sits on that summit olden 
A maiden strangely fair ; 

Bright flash her jewels golden, 
She combs her golden hair. 


As she combs that golden treasure 
Her song peals from the height ; 
A wild mysterious measure, 
Of overpowering might ! 


The boatman his shallop steering 
It thrills with a wild unrest ; 
He sees not the reef he is nearing, 

He sees but that mountain crest. 


I know that full soon the eddy 
Engulfed both sailor and skiff, 

And this was the work of the Lorlei 
Who sang to him from the cliff. 


VOL. IX. I 
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3- 


My heart, my heart is mournful 
Tho’ May is full of glee; 

High up on the ancient rampart 
I lean ’gainst the linden-tree. 


Below me in calm unbroken 
Glides on the purple moat ; 

A boy is fishing and whistling 
As he drifts along in his boat. 


Beyond it, brilliant with colour, 
Smiling and peaceful, one sees 
Villas, and gardens, and people, 
And cattle, and meadows, and trees. 


The girls are bleaching linen ; 
They frolic, and go, and come. 
The mill-wheel scatters diamonds ; 

I hear its distant hum. 


A sentry-box is standing 

The old, grey tower below ; 
A young recruit in scarlet 

Is pacing to and fro. 
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He dallies with his musket ; 
It shines in the sunbeam’s red ; 
He is making ready—presenting— 
I wish he would shoot me dead! 


4. 


I stray through the forest sighing, 
The throstle sits on the tree ; 

He is springing and singing, and crying, 
Ah! sweetly: “ What aileth thee ?” 


If the swallows, thy sisters, willed it, 
They could tell thee, child, why I pine; 

For they dwell in nests deftly builded 
Where my darling’s windows shine. 


5. 


The night is wet and stormy, 
And starless is the sky ; 

"Neath the roaring trees of the forest 
I wander silently. 


From the keeper’s lonely cottage 
A glimmering light shines dim ; 

It shall not tempt me thither, 
The place looks stern and grim. 
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In the old armchair of leather 
The grandmother sits upright ; 

Sightless and rigid as granite, 
And silent from morn to night. 


Stamping about and cursing, 
The keeper’s red-headed son 

Bursts out into coarse, brute laughter, 
As he flings aside his gun. 


The fair girl weeps at her spinning, 
On the flax her tears fall fleet ; 

Her father’s spaniel whimpers, 
And nestles close to her feet. 


6. 


When I met one day on a journey 
My sweetheart’s relations by chance, 
Small sister, and father and mother, 
They recognised me at a glance. 


They asked if my health was stronger, 
And at once began to exclaim 

That, except for being paler, 
I looked exactly the same. 
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I asked after aunts and cousins, 
And many a family bore; 

And after the little puppy 
Whose bark was so gentle of yore. 


And after my married darling 
I asked, by-the-bye; and they said, 
With an evident wish to be friendly, 
That she was just brought to bed. 


I offered congratulations, 
Lisping stock phrases inane, 

I desired my kindest remembrance 
To her, again and again. 


Small sister meanwhile was shrilling: 
“The puppy so gentle and small 
Grew big and awfully savage, 
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And was drowned in the Rhine after all.” 


The little one’s like my darling ; 
And when she laughs I see 

Those self-same eyes whose sweetness 
Has brought such woe on me. 
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ve 


We sat in the fishing pavilion, 
The sea before our eyes ; 
And soon the mists of evening 

Slowly began to rise. 


The lights within the lighthouse 
Were lighted one by one; 

And we saw far off in the distance 
One ship in the setting sun. 


We spoke of storm and shipwreck, 
Of the wild life sailors led, 

Hovering ’twixt sky and water, 
And between mirth and dread. 


And we talked of distant regions, 
Of South and of North we spoke, 

Of strange, outlandish customs, 
And strange, outlandish folk. 


By the Ganges there’s lustre and perfume; 
There blossomed trees do tower; 

And beautiful, placid people 
Kneel to the lotus-flower. 
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In Lapland the people are filthy, 
Flat-headed, and wide-mouthed, and small ; 

They cower round fires and bake themselves 
Fishes, and jabber and squall. 


The girls intently listened. 
Soon no one spoke. The barque 
Could be descried no longer. | 
All the wide world was dark. 


Oh, lovely fisher-maiden, 
Come steer thy boat to land; 
Come to me, and sit beside me, 
Close whispering hand-in-hand. 


Rest thy sweet head on my bosom, 
Have no more fear of me; 

Dost thou not trust thyself, fearless, 
Each morn to the savage sea ? 


My heart is like the ocean ; 
It storms, and ebbs, and flows, 
And many a pearl resplendent 
Doth in its depths repose. 
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(Oz 


The moon has risen, throwing 
Over the waves her light; 
Our hearts are overflowing, 
I clasp my darling tight. 


Locked in her fair arms lying, 
None near, I rest on the strand; 

“ What hearest thou in the wind’s sighing ? 
Why trembles thy white hand ?” 


“?Tis the mermaid’s song thou hearest, 
And not the wind’s low sound ; 

The song of my sisters, dearest, 
Whom the lone sea hath drowned.” 


10. 


On the clouds the moon is pillowed, 
Like a monster orange gleaming, 
Moving o’er the dusky sea, 
One broad streak of golden beaming. 


All alone I pace the shore, 

Where the snowy surf is breaking, 
Hearing many a dulcet word, 

Dulcet through the waters speaking. 
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But my heart must fain speak out, 
For the night is long and weary: 
“Come, fair water-nymphs, and bring 

Herie songs and dances eerie. 


“Lay my head upon your laps; 
Soul and body I deliver ; 

Kiss and sing me to my death, 
Kiss my life from me for ever.” 


103 bs 


Wrapt in grey clouds they are sleeping, 
All the mighty gods together ; 

And I listen to their snoring, 
And we're having awful weather. 


Awful weather! tempests threaten 
Our poor barque with sore disaster ; 

Who is there to curb these billows, 
And the winds that own no master ? 


I can’t help it! masts and timbers 
In the storm must creak and snap too. 
Come, I'll wrap my cloak about me; 
Like the gods, Pll take my nap too. 
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The wind he pops his breeches on, 
His foam-white water breeches ; 

He flogs the flood with a will, and anon 
How it howls, and tosses, and pitches! 


The rain-gusts stream with savage might 
From Heaven’s black commotion ; 

It is as though primeval night 
Would drown primeval ocean. 


The sea-mew hoarsely shrieks and raves, 
And to the shrouds clings faster ; 

In wild dismay her wings she waves, 
And prophesies disaster. 


ee 


The storm tunes up for dancing, 
With rush and roar and whiz! 
Hurrah! how our ship is leaping! 

The night how wild it is! 


The turbulent water is building 
A living mountain chain; 

There yawns a night-black chasm, 
Here it piles itself up again! 
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A cursing, a retching, a praying 
Comes up from the cabin door; 

I hold on tight to the mainmast, 
And wish I were home once more! 


14. 


Swift fell the veil of gloaming, 
A mist crept o’er the sea ; 

From billows dimly foaming, 
A whiteness rose near me. 


The troubled billows leaving, 
The mermaid stole to my side ; 

Her beautiful bosom’s heaving 
The gauze veil did not hide. 


She clasped me and caressed me, 
"Twas almost pain to bear ; 

“Too tightly hast thou clasped me, 
Thou water-nixie fair!” 


“My arms round thee I’m twining, 
I clasp thee with all my might ; 
Upon thy breast reclining, 
Warm me this chilly night.” 
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‘How dimly the moon is peeping 
From the watery twilight air; 

Thy wet sad eyes are weeping, 
Thou water-nixie fair!” 


“Nay, mortal, thou see’st not rightly: 


’Tis true mine eyes are wet, 
For the ocean spray clings to me, 
And will not quit them yet!” 


“The sea is seething and yelling, 
The sea-mews shriek despair ; 

Thy heart is wildly swelling, 
Thou water-nixie fair!” 


‘““My heart is wildly swelling, 
Is heaving and swelling wild; 

For I love thee past all telling, 
O lovely mortal child!” 


Ea 


When in the early morning 
Slow past thy house I pace, 

It cheers me to see at thy lattice, 
My child, thy fair young face. 
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With eyes of darkest hazel, 
Wistful my face dost scan: 

“Who art thou, and what ails thee, 
Thou friendless, suffering man ?” 


I am a German poet, 
Known through our Germany ; 
When the best names are spoken, 
Men speak of mine and me. 


And that, my child, which ails me, 
Ails others in Germany ; 

When they speak of the bitterest sorrows, 
Men speak of mine and me. 


16. 


Where the latest rays of evening shone 
The wide sea spread unbroken ; 

By the fisherman’s lonely hut alone 
We sat, and no word was spoken. 


The waves did heave, the mists did rise, 
The gulls were coming and going, 
And from thy tender loving eyes 
The silent tears were flowing. 
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I bent my knee to touch thy hand, 
Thy tears were falling on it; 

I drank up from thy snowy hand 
The tears that fell upon it. 


Since then my body wastes away, 
Desire my bosom sears, 

The witch has poisoned me for aye 
With her unholy tears. 


17. 


There towers a noble castle 
High on the hill above ; 

There dwell three fair young ladies 
Who have given me proofs of love. 


On Saturday Marion kissed me, 
On Sunday Elizabeth, 

And on Monday fair Kunigunde 
Hugged me almost to death. 


My three fair friends of the castle 
Gave on Tuesday a brilliant féte ; 
From the country round came flocking 

Gentle folks little and great. 
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But I was not invited, 
And that was a blunder, my dears; 
All the spiteful old maids and tabbies 
Perceived the omission—with jeers. 


Tone 


Ah, Lily, I love thee so madly 

As thou standest in dreams mid the grass, 
And look’st in the streamlet so sadly, 

And murmurest “ Ah” and “ Alas.” 


Away with thy love and thy coaxing, 
I know how deceitful thou art! 
Thy tenderest words are but hoaxing, 
For my cousin, the Rose, has thy heart. 


19. 


Away on the fair horizon 
The city with spire and tower 
Appears like a vision in cloudland, 
Veiled by the twilight hour. 


A wet sea-breeze is crisping 
Our grey path over the sea, 
And the pulsing oars chime sadly 
As the boatman roweth me. 
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Once more the sun, resplendent, 
Mounts from the ocean-floor, 

And shows me the spot where my dearest 
Was lost for evermore. 


20% 


All hail to thee, thou city, 
Mysterious, awful, great, 

Within whose ample circuit 
My darling dwelt of late ! 


Tell me, ye gates and turrets, 
Hold you my darling still ? 

I gave her to your keeping, 
You must the pledge fulfil. 


The turrets, I hold, are guiltless ; 
They are fixed, and could not give chase, 
When she, with boxes and parcels, 
Hastily left the place. 


But the wicked gates, they saw her, 
And, when she passed, stood still— 
The way is always open 
When the wayward work their will. 
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21; 
I tread the ancient road again, 
The well-known street I’ve taken ; 
And pause before my sweetheart’s house, 
‘Tis empty, closed, forsaken. 


In the street there’s not e’en elbow-room ! 
The pavement’s past all bearing! 

The houses fall about my ears! 
I’m off with speed unsparing ! 


22. 


Again the echoing halls I tread 
Where truth she promised, weeping. 

And where her ready tears were shed 
I see vile serpents creeping. 


23. 


Calm is the night, the streets are lonely ; 

My love dwelt here in this house of yore ; 
’Tis long since she left the city—only 

The house still stands where it stood before. 
VOL. IX. K 
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There too stands a man staring up at the casement, 
And he wrings his hands with the anguish he feels; 
I look at his face with a shuddering amazement, 
It is myself that the moon reveals! 


Thou ghastly fellow, thou wraith, thou double! 
How darest thou mimic the agony 

Which on this spot racked my soul with trouble 
Night after night in the time gone by ? 


24. 


Thou knowest I am living, 
How can thy sleep be sound ? 
Old wrath revives and I sunder 
The bonds whereby I am bound. 


Knowest thou the ancient ballad, 
How a dead boy had power 

To bear to his grave in the churchyard 
His love at the midnight hour ? 


O child so wondrous lovely, 
So wondrous sweet and fair : 
I live, and am far stronger 
Than ever dead men were ! 
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Pu. 


The young girl sleeps in her chamber, 
The quivering moon looks in; 

Without, there’s a twanging and singing 
Like merry waltzers’ din. 


“Tl just peep forth from my lattice 
To see who breaks my rest.” 

A skeleton stands ‘neath the window, 
And fiddles and sings its best. 


“Thou didst promise me once a measure, 
Didst break thy word to me; 

To-night there’s a ball in the churchyard, 
Come thither, I'll dance with thee!” 


The spell hath seized the maiden, 
It lures her out at the door ; 

She follows the spectre, that singing 
And fiddling struts on before. 


It fiddles, and dances, and prances, 
And clatters its bones to the tune, 

And waggles its skull grotesquely, 
As it leaps in the rays of the moon. 
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26. 


I stood and stared at her portrait 
With fixed and dreamy pain, 

And the well-loved face most strangely 
Began to live again. 


About her lips was playing 
The wonder of her smile ; 

And with tears of love and yearning 
Her eyes were bright the while. 


My tears began to gather, 

And down my cheeks flowed free. 
And oh! I cannot yet believe 

That thou art lost to me. 


oy 


Ah me, ill-fated Atlas! who must bear 

A world, a world of sorrow on my shoulders. 
Bear the unbearable the while my heart 

Is perishing within me. 


O haughty heart, yet thou hast chosen so. 

Demanding happiness, yes, bliss unending, 
Or else unending sorrow. Haughty heart, 
And now thy fate is sorrow. 


THE HOME-COMING. 149 


28. 


The years are coming and going, 
Generations sleep ‘neath the grass, 

But the love that burns within me 
Will surely never pass. 


Once more would I behold thee, 
And as on my knee I fell, 

With my latest breath would I tell thee, 
“Madam, I love you well.” 


29. 


I dreamt again. Sad shone the moon, 
The stars shone sadly o’er me ; 

To that distant town where she dwells full soon 
The cheating vision bore me. 


Swiftly it bore me to her abode, 
And I pressed my lips to the stone 
Of the staircase her little feet had trod, 
And her skirts had trailed upon. 


The night was long, the night was cold, 
The marble steps were chill ; 

A pale form at the window showed 
White in the moonlight still. 
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30. 


What means this lonely tear-drop 
That so bedims my gaze ? 

Ah, in mine eye it lingers 
From the long vanished days. 


They all have vanished from her, 
Her glistening sisters fair ; 

With all my joys and torments, 
Vanished in night and air! 


They too, ike mists have vanished, 
Those star-like eyes of blue, 

Which smiled into my bosom 
Those joys, those torments too. 


Alas! all love has vanished 
From me like idle breath! 
Poor tear, thou lone, sad relic, 
Vanish thou, too, in death. 


31. 


From the clouds the autumn half-moon 


Looks out with sickly glance, 


And alone at the end of the churchyard 


There stands the silent manse. 
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The mother reads the Bible; 

The son stares with stony eyes; 
The elder daughter dozes ; 

The younger daughter cries: 


‘“‘ How one day after another 
Drags on with weary pace! 

And excepting when someone’s buried 
There’s nothing to see in the place!” 


The mother speaks while she’s reading: 
“Not so—only four have died, 

Since the day they buried thy father 
The churchyard gate beside.” 


Then yawns the elder daughter : 

“T will not starve with you here; 
To-morrow I'll go to the squire, 

He’s rich, and he holds me dear! ” 


The boy shrieks out with laughter : 
“Three poachers carouse at ‘The Sun’; 
They fill their pockets finely ; 
They'll tell me how it is done.” 


The mother hurls her Bible 
At the haggard face of her son ; 
And wouldst thou be a felon, 
O God-accursed one ?” 
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They hear a rap at the window: 
They see beseeching hands ; 

And, clad in his gown as a preacher, 
There the dead father stands. 


a2, 


Hey, what atrocious weather, 
Tempest and rain and snow ; 

I sit at my window gazing 
Into the darkness below. 


One dim light, moving slowly, 
Is the only thing in the street ; 
By her lantern a little old woman 
Crosses with tottering feet. 


I think she’s been buying butter 
And eggs and flour, to bake 

For that fair young maiden, her daughter, 
Whom she loves so well, a cake; 


The maiden blinks at the candle, 
Curled up in a great arm-chair ; 
Around her sweet face glistens 
A halo of golden hair. 
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33: 


They think that I’m heart-broken 
With lover’s grief profound, 

And at last I myself believe it 
Like all the world around. 


Small child with big eyes, bethink thee, 
Did I not always say 

That I never could tell how I loved thee, 
That love ate my heart away ? 


But alone in my chamber only 
Did I dare to utter such cry ; 

Alas! I was always silent, 
Whenever thou wast by. 


For then there were evil angels 
By whom I was tongue-tied too ; 

And alas! there are evil angels 
Who still are working me woe. 


34. 


Oh, thy fair white lily-fingers, 
Might I only once more kiss them, 
Only press them to my heart, 
Only die in silent weeping ! 
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Oh, thy clear eyes, violet-tinted, 

Float before me day and night— 

And it tortures me—what mean ye, 
O ye sweetest, bluest riddles ? 


35: 
Has she never made one comment, 
Seeing you so sore love-smitten ? 
In her soft eyes have you never 
Read that Love for Love was written ? 


Could you never, by close study 
Of those eyes, pluck out their mystery ? 
Yet in such things you’re no donkey, 
Friend, to judge you by your history ! 


36. 


They loved one another, yet neither 
Would tell the other so; 

With love they were almost heartbroken, 
Yet each looked on each as a foe. 


They parted at last—and sometimes, 
Though only in dreams, they met ; 
They had long been dead, those lovers, 
But themselves scarce knew it yet. 
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37: 


When I told you with tears of my sorrow that day, 
You all of you yawned, and had nothing to say. 
When I made them the theme of my versification, 
You vouchsafed me your liveliest approbation. 


38. 


I called the Devil, and he came, 

And I looked on him in sheer amaze; 
He isn’t ugly, he isn’t lame, 

He’s a charming fellow in all his ways. 


A man indeed in the prime of life, 

Courteous, obliging, experience-rife. 

As a diplomatist too he’s great, 

And holds correct views upon Church and State. 
No wonder his face is far from ruddy, 

For not only Sanskrit, but Hegel’s his study, 
And of all the poets his favourite’s Fouqué. 
He'll have nothing whatever to do with critique, 

But leaves all that to his grandmamma, eke 
His revered old grandmamma, Hecate. 

Of my taking to Law he highly approved, 

Himself had once towards it been moved. 

He vowed that no value too high could be set 
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On my friendship—and then, why he fancied we'd 
met, 
He added, and gave me a knowing glance, 
At the Spanish ambassador’s, as he surmised— 
And eying more keenly his countenance, 
An old acquaintance I recognised. 


39: 


Brother, never mock the Devil; 
Life is short to travel o’er; 
That damnation is eternal, 
Is no idle old folk-lore. 


Brother, pay your debts to all men, 
Life is long to travel o’er ; 

And you'll often have to borrow, 
As you oft have done before. 


40. 


The Holy Three Kings from the East besought 
In every hamlet: “Tell us, 

Which is the way to Bethlehem, 
Ye dear little maids and fellows ?” 
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Nor young folks, nor old folks, could show them the 
way— 
The Kings they further journeyed ; 
They followed where led a golden star 
Whose pure bright light they discernéd. 


The star stood still over Joseph’s house ; 
And there they entered fairly ; 

The oxen lowed, the suckling screamed, 
The Holy Three Kings sang cheerly. 


4I. 


My child, we once were children, 
Two children, small and gay ; 

We crept to the tiny hen-house 
And hid ourselves under the hay. 


We cackled just like chickens, 
And as folks passed to and fro: 

“ Cock-a-doodle-doo!” till they all believed, 
It was really the old cock’s crow. 


We draped the chests in our courtyard 
With hangings and carpets bright, 

And made the genteelest of villas, 
And dwelt there from morning till night. 
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Our neighbour’s aged tabby, 
Came often to call in state ; 

We received her with bows and curtseys, 
And compliments many and great. 


And after her health we asked her 
In friendly, solicitous chat ; 

We have since said the same, how often! 
To many another old cat. 


We sat together conversing, 
As sage as old folks in our ways; 

And grumbled that all things were better 
In our own youthful days ; 


That Love, Truth, Faith, for ever 
Had vanished from our sphere ; 

That money was hard to come by, 
And coffee mighty dear ! 


Past are those games of childhood, 
As all things pass in sooth. 

Time, and the world, and money, 
And Faith, and Love, and Truth. 


THE HOME-COMING 159 


42. 


My heart is sore oppressed and swelling, 
Yearning for days that once have been ; 

Then was the world a goodly dwelling, 
And people’s lives flowed on serene. 


Now all things from their course are driven ; 
Pressure and want on every side; 

The Lord has passed away from Heaven, 
Below the Devil too has died. 


And grim looks every sight and thing too, 
Perverse and chill, below, above; 

And nothing would be left to cling to, 
Were there not just a little Love. 


43. 


As the moon the dark cloud curtains, 
Parts, and goes her radiant way, 

Rises from dark times behind me, 
Memory of one brilliant day. 


We exulted while we floated 
Down the Rhine, in light serene, 
As the sun-rays of the evening 
Brightened all that summer sheen. 
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I myself was seated musing 
At a peerless lady’s feet, 
And the ruddy gold of sunset 
Tinged her features pale and sweet. 


Lutes were tinkling, students singing ; 
Merriment beyond compare! 

And the very sky grew bluer, 
And the soul expanded there. 


Hill and castle, field and forest, 
Like a fairy-tale passed by, 
And I saw it all refulgent 
In that peerless woman’s eye. 


44. 


In a dream I saw my beloved one, 
A woman of fears and care. 

How haggard—ah me! how faded, 
The form that was once so fair. 


She bore in her arms an infant, 
Another dragged at her dress ; 

In gait, and look, and clothing, 
Were want and wretchedness. 
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She tottered across the market 
And there we met once more; 
She looked at me, and calmly 
I spoke, though my heart was sore 


“Come with me to my dwelling, 
For thou art pale and ill; ; 
And meat and drink will I find thee 

By constant work and skill. 


“ And I will tend and foster 
The children thou hast borne, 

And thyself above all others, 
Thyself, poor child forlorn ! 


“But that I loved thee dearly, 
That secret I will keep; 

And only when thou diest 
-P'll come to thy grave and weep 


1” 


45. 


Come, my friend, we’re tired of hearing 
Your eternal threnodies ; 
Will you sit for ever hatching 
Stale old love-eggs such as these ? 
VOL. IX. L 


162 


THE BOOK OF SONGS. 


After all the expectation 

From their shells the chickens look, 
Flutter in their perturbation— 

And you coop them in a book! 


46. 


Wax not too impatient with me, 
If among my newer lays 

Some sad chords resound too clearly 
From the songs of olden days. 


Only wait! even now is dying 
This faint echo of my pain, 

Anda May of song will blossom 
From a heart made whole again. 


47. 


"Tis time good sense came to mine aid, 
From folly I'd be free, dear ; 

Too long comedian-like I’ve played 
A comedy with thee, dear. 


The scenes were gorgeous to behold 
In the high romantic line, dear ; 
My knightly mantle blazed with gold 
My feelings were superfine, dear. 
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And now that from this foolish craze 
I have got quit and free, dear, 

I shall be wretched all my days 
As when I mimed with thee, dear. 


O God! I spoke what I felt—in jest, 
Nor knowing until later ; 

I played, with death in my own breast, 
The ‘dying Gladiator.” 


48. 


The great King Wiswamitra 
Is making a mighty row, 

With penances and fighting 
To gain Washista’s cow. 


O great King Wiswamitra, 
Oh, what an ox art thou 

To go through such penance and fighting, 
And all about a cow! 


49. 


Heart, my heart, yield not to sorrow, 
Manfully endure your fate ; 
What the winter took of late 
Spring will render you to-morrow. 
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And how much is left to cheer you, 
And how fair the world is still! 
And my heart, if you but will, 

You may woo whate’er comes near you. 


50. 


Like to an opening blossom, 
So fair and pure thou art ; 

I gaze at thee, and sorrow 
Stirs dumbly in my heart. 


My hand upon thy forehead 
I fain would lay in prayer 
That God may keep thee ever, 
So sweet and pure and fair. 


SI. 


Child, to love me were thy ruin ; 
So I toil with all endeavour 

That for me thy gentle spirit 
Feel no glow of passion ever. 


Yet at times it almost grieves me 
To have won success so clearly, 
And in spite of all I whisper: 
“Oh, that she might love me dearly !” 
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52. 


When J am lying pillowed 
With darkness round and above, 
There hovers o’er me a gracious 
Exquisite image of love. 


And scarce does silent slumber 
Upon mine eyelids light, 


When the image comes gently stealing 


In the first sweet dream of night. 


Nor with the breath of morning 
Will the image pass away ; 

In my heart I bear it with me 
Through all the livelong day. 


53. 


Maiden with the mouth so rosy, 
With the eyes so sweet and clear, 
Ever am [ thinking of thee, 
O my little maiden dear. 


Long are now the winter evenings, 
Ah, what would I give to be 

Sitting in thy little chamber, 
Chatting cosily with thee. 
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I would press a thousand kisses 
On thy little snowy hand; 

I would let my tears fall on it, 
On thy little snowy hand. 


54. 


Though in drifts the snows may he, 
Though it hail, though storm winds ery, 
Hurtling at my window pane, 

Never more will 1 complain. 

For within my heart I bear 

Springtide joys and thoughts of Her. 


55." 


Saints, apostles, virgins, none— 
Holy Mother, Paul or Peter— 
Will I kneel to—thou alone 

Hast my prayers, thou radiant sun. 


Shine upon me, fairest one! 

Joy and kisses give me ever ! 
Brightest sun among the maidens! 
Fairest maid beneath the sun! 
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56. 


Did not my white, wan face betray 
My love and anguish to thee ? 

And wouldst thou that my haughty mouth 
In beggar’s tones should sue thee ? 


Too haughty is my mouth for aught 
But kisses and jest-making ; 

Perchance ’twould speak some mocking word 
Even while my heart was breaking. 


57: 


My dear fellow, you're in love ; 
And you suffer pains infernal ; 

In your head thick darkness gathers! 
In your heart is light supernal. 


My dear fellow, you’re in love; 
You're in love, and won’t avow it, 
But I see where passion’s flames, 
Bursting through your waistcoat, show it! 
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58. 


I longed to rest from worry, 
To loiter near to you; 

You left me in a hurry, 
“You had so much to do!” 


My soul’s entire submission 
To you alone I vowed ; 

You curtsied gay derision 
With rippling laughter loud. 


Fresh tricks, fresh whimsies starting, 
You made me more downcast, 
And you refused on parting 
Even a kiss at last. 


I shall not die, believe me, 
Though you may vex me sore ; 

For, sweet, though these things grieve me, 
I’ve borne them all before. 


59. 


Blue sapphires are those eyes of thine, 
So innocent, my sweeting ; 

And ah! thrice happy is the man 
To whom they give Love’s greeting. 
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Thy heart it is a diamond 
That fires divine hath captured ; 
And ah! thrice happy is the man 
For whom it glows enraptured. 


Red rubies are those lips of thine, 
Lovely beyond expression ; 

And ah! thrice happy he to whom 
They make Love’s sweet confession. 


Oh that I knew the happy man! 
That I might find him wending 

His lonely way thro’ the green wood— 
His bliss would have an ending! 


60. 


I have lied myself, by sighing 
Lovers’ vows, into thy breast ; 

In my own toils tangled lying, 
Now to earnest turns the jest. 


But shouldst thou in sportive gladness 

Claim thy right and from me speed, 

Fiends will haunt me, and in sadness 
I shall shoot myself indeed. 
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6I. 


The world and our life are too full of confusion ; 
From the German Professor I’1l seek a solution. 
’Tis he who can set human life in order, 
For constructing a system, why, he is the man; 
With his night-cap’s tassel and dressing-gown border, 
He'll stop you the chinks in creation’s plan. 


62. 


I have long been racking my brains with thinking, 
With thinking and musing by night and day ; 
But those sweet eyes of thine, my dear one, 
To resolution have shown me the way! 


Yes, I will abide where those eyes will light me, 
And follow the starry guiding ray ; 

Though I never thought I should know what Love was, 
Never again to my dying day. 


63. 


To-night they are giving a party, 
And the house is all a-blaze, 
To and fro at the shining window 

A shadow passes and stays. 
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Thou seest me not; in darkness 
I stand in the street apart ; 

Even less can’st thou pierce the shadows 
And look in my sad dark heart. 


My darkened heart, it loves thee ; 
It loves thee and breaks. Its lot 

Is to quiver and break, while its life-blood 
Flows—and thou seest it not. 


64. 


I would that my sea of troubles 
Could flow into one word alone; 

To the blithesome winds I would give it, 
They blithely would waft it to one. 


Would waft it to thee, beloved, 
That word of pain and care! 

Thou shouldst hear it at every instant, 
Shouldst hear it everywhere. 


And soon as, when night came upon thee, 
Thine eyelids closed in sleep, 

Through the deepest depths of thy dreaming 
My word should surely sweep. 
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65. 


Thou hast pearls and diamonds in plenty, 
All things on which hearts set store, 

And thine eyes are the very brightest— 
What wouldst thou, my love, have more ? 


In praise of those brightest eyes, love, 
I have written sonnets galore, 
A host of immortal verses— 
What wouldst thou, my love, have more ? 


With those brightest eyes thou hast brought me 
An endless heartache sore, 

Thou hast ruined me, soul and body— 
What wouldst thou, my love, have more ? 


66. 


He who for the first time loves, 
Albeit hopeless, is a god. 

But for him whose love is hopeless, 
Once again—he is a fool. 


I am such a fool, and hopeless 
Love once more, no true love winning ; 
Sun and moon and stars are laughing, 
I am laughing too—and dying. 
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G7se 


No—your tepid and your vapid 
Soul could not, I know, obey 
My love’s torrent, fierce and rapid 
That through rocks could force its way. 


Love’s high-road for you’s best sorted, 
I can see you walking there, 

On your husband’s arm supported— 
With good hopes of coming heir. 


Oo." 


By a languishing son of the Muse be it said, 
Kind lady, permit me to rest 

In slumber this weary, poetical head 
On your white and beautiful breast. 


“ How dare you say such things to me, 
Sir, amongst all this company ?” 


69. 


Counsel and wise old saws they offered, 
Overwhelmed me with honours proffered, 
Bade me wait a little—and see; © 

’T was their firm intention to patronise me. 
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But none the less for their patronising 

My death from starvation had not been surprising : 
When lo! there turns up a worthy man, 

Who sets about helping me all he can. 


Worthy man! He provides me my dinner! 
Ill never forget it, as I’m a sinner! 

I'd give him the heartiest hug I can, 
Only—I am myself this worthy man. 


70. 


This most amiable youngster 

Can’t be held in too much reverence ; 
Frequently he stands me oysters, 

With liqueurs or hock for preference. 


Clad in trim-cut coat and trousers, 
With a neck-tie gay as Iris, 

Each forenoon he waits upon me, 
Just to make polite inquiries. 


Of my fame, my grace and humour, 
He goes rambling on for ever ; 
Swears, to aid and do me service 
Is his duty, his endeavour. 
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And of evenings, to the ladies, 
With a face of inspiration, 

He recites my deathless poems 
With appropriate declamation. 


Oh! to light on such a being 
Is indeed immensely cheering, 
In these days when worthy people 
More and more are disappearing. 


Hae 


This was my dream. I’m God Himself 
In lofty heaven sitting ; 

With angels round to praise my verse, 
With praises unremitting. 


Plumcake I eat and confitures, 
That cost a pretty penny, 

And wash them down with rare milk-punch, 
And debts! I haven’t any! 


But lack of pastime bores me much ; 
On earth Id fain be living ; 

If God I were not, to old Nick 
My soul I would be giving. 
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Ho! long-legged angel Gabriel, 
Quick to thy heels, I prithee ; 

Away to earth and bring me thence 
My friend Eugenio with thee. 


Seek him not in his college halls; 
Seek him mid jingling glasses ; 

Seek him not at St. Hedwig’s church ; 
Seek him among the lasses. 


Then down to earth by Spreading wings, 
Is angel Gabriel driven ; 

He claws the dear old scapegrace up, 
And brings him straight to Heaven. 


Yes, fellow, I am God Himself, 
And rule heaven, earth and ocean; 
I told you I should do great things, 
I’ve always had the notion. 


Kach day I work my miracles, 
You'll think them vastly pretty ; 

And for your mirth Ill bring about 
The bliss of Berlin city. 


The paving stones along the street, 
Shall open in a trice, boy ; 

And every stone shall hold within, 
An oyster fresh and nice, boy. 
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On every oyster, lemon juice 
Shall fall in dewy showers ; 
While through the city’s gutters all, 
The noblest Rhenish scours. 


How jolly are the Berlin folk, 
In speed to gorge and fill them! 
Their Worships of the County Courts, 
The kennel streams, they swill them! 


How jolly are the poets too! 
At such a god-like sally ! 

The cornets and lieutenants, all 
Are lapping street and alley. 


These cornets and lieutenants are, 
Of all mankind most clever ; 
Wonders they think, like this to-day, 
Will happen scarcely ever. 


72, 


When [ left you, July was in its glory, 
I find you again in December’s snow ; 
And ye who then basked where the heat was glowing, 
Have changed—grown cold perhaps; even so! 
VOL. IX. M . 
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I leave you again. When next I come hither, 
Then will ye be nor warm nor cold; 
And I shall pass the graves you lie in, 
And my own heart will be poor and old. 


73- 


Driven away from fairest arms, and harried 

From fairest lips that once bent fondly o’er me! 
One poor day more how gladly had I tarried, 

When lo! the post-boy with his team came for me. 


Yes, that indeed is Life! an endless moan, love, 
An endless farewell, and an endless parting! 
Couldst thou not grapple my heart to thine own, love 
Could not such eyes as thine delay my starting ? 


74. 


We travelled alone in the gloomy 
Post-carriage throughout the night ; 

On the other’s heart each rested, 
Hearts that were merry and light. 


But as the day was dawning, 
My child, how astounded we looked, 
For between us sat Cupid—a traveller 
For whom no place had been booked. 
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75: 


God knows only where the madcap 
Girl has stowed herself away ; 

I’ve been racing round the city 
Cursing, all this rainy day. 


From one tavern to another 
I have scurried without rest ; 
Many a most uncivil waiter 
All in vain have I addressed. 


Lo! I see her at the window, 
And she nods and titters—well ! 
Who’d have dreamt thou didst inhabit, 
Girl! so splendid an hotel! 


70. 


Like houses half seen in a vision, 
Stretches the street’s long row ; 
Close muffled in my mantle, 
In silence unbroken I go. 


The tower of the city minster 
Proclaims the midnight hour, 

And my love, all beguilements and kisses, 
Awaits me now in her bower. 
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The moon is my companion ; 
To light me’s a labour of love. 

I stand at her threshold, and joyous 
Call out to the moon above: 


“TJ thank thee, my trusty old comrade, 
For making my pathway bright ; 

Now am I fain to excuse thee, 
Let the rest of the world have thy light. 


“ And if thou shouldst chance on a lover 
Who desolate makes his moan, 
Console him as you consoled me 
Long ago in the days that are flown.” 


hs Pl 


Thou hast kissed my lips until they bleed, 
Now kiss them till they heal ; 

And if thou hast not time by day, 
When twilight shadows steal, 

Wilt thou not have the long, long night, 
Oh, well-beloved of me ? 

Ah, many a kiss, in that long night, 
May pass ’twixt me and thee! 
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78. 
And when you're once my wedded wife, 
They'll envy you, my treasure, 
For then you'll lead a jolly life, 
One round of mirth and pleasure. 


And if you scold, and if you curse, 
Tl bear it as I may, dear ; 

But if you do not praise my verse 
I'll put you straight away, dear! 


FO? 
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When she flung her arms round me, with tenderest 


pressure, 


My soul rose to Heaven in a rapturous flight : 
And I let it ascend while I drank of the pleasure 


Her honeyed lips gave me with frenzied delight. 


80.* 


What deceit may lurk in kisses ! 
What delight in make-believe ! 

To cheat others, sure, a bliss is ! 
If I’m gulled too, should I grieve ? 

Play the prude demure, my dearest, 
Thow lt relent in time, I trow ; 

Tll believe whate’er thou swearest, 
What thou’dst fain believe, I’ll vow. 
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81. 


Upon thy snow-white shoulder 
I have rested my weary head ! 

I heard thy heart beat, and its longing, 
Its hopes and its wishes I read. 


The blue Hussars are bugling 
And riding into the town; 

And to-morrow she will desert me, 
My dearest and my own! 


And if thou wilt leave me to-morrow, 
To-day thou art surely my own, 

So twofold shall be my rapture 
Whilst round me thine arms are thrown. 


82. 


The blue Hussars are bugling 
And riding out of the town; 

I enter it, dearest, to bring thee 
My roses freshly blown. 


Swashbucklers that eat up the country! 
Hubbub and wild uproar! 

Fen thy small heart found billets 
For half-a-dozen or more ! 
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83. 


In my years of young desire, 

From sweet love’s devouring fire 
Many a pain I had; 

Nowadays the fuel’s dearer, 

And the fire does not burn clearer, 
Ma foi, it’s not so. bad! 


Ponder this, my pretty sweeting, 
Let thy silly tears go fleeting, 
And love’s silly pains and harms ; 
And if only life is left thee, 
Why, forget the love that’s reft thee, 
Ma foi! in my arms. 


84. 


Art thou truly grown so hostile ? 
Art thou changed so utterly ? 
To the wide world Ill proclaim it, 

All thy graceless cruelty. 


O ungrateful lips, how can you, 
Dare you, speak in harsh dispraise 
Of the man whose kisses thrilled you, 
In those dear and far-off days ? 
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85. 


Ah, again the eyes which ever 
Smiled a welcome sweet, I see! 

And again the lips which ever 
Made all life seem sweet to me! 


Tis again the voice which ever 
I was wont to hear so gladly ! 

Only I am changed—returning 
To my home, I enter sadly. 


With her fair white arms about me 
Close and lovingly entwining, 

I am lying on her bosom, 
Weary-hearted and repining. 


86;* 


O shame me not, my darling fair— 
Unter den Linden, greet me not; 


Soon we shall meet at home, and there 


All shall be settled and forgot. 
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-87.* 


Here, Unter den Innden, my friend, 
Your heart will be satisfied ; 

For here you may find, without end, 
Fair women’s beauty and pride. 


They blossom so dainty and sweet, 
In their delicate silks attired, 
Like “ Flowers on wandering feet,” 
Said a poet in words inspired. 


Ah, the hat with its sweeping plumes, 
Ah, the folds of the Kashmire shawl, 

Ah, the youthful cheek and its bloom, 
And the swan-neck, fairest of all! 


88. 


Rarely did ye understand me, 
You, I rarely understood ; 

But we understood each other 
When we both were in the mud. 


809. 
But all the eunuchs grumbled 
When my voice rang out with force ; 
They grumbled and they mumbled, 
My singing was very coarse. 
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And daintily sounded and cheerly 
Their tinkling falsetto notes, 
The crystalline fiorituri 
Shrilled gay from the bird-like throats. 


They sang too in accents pathetic, 
Of love—its raptures and fears; 

Delights so truly esthetic 
Drowned all the ladies in tears. 


go. 


Where on Salamanca’s ramparts 

Airs blow soft and sweet from Heaven, 
I and my beloved Donna 

Stroll on many a summer even. 


Round the beauty’s waist so slender 
Gently now my arm is stealing, 

And her bosom’s haughty swelling 
My too happy hand is feeling. 


Natheless an anxious whisper 
Flutters through the lindens shady, 

And the mill-stream, dark below us, 
Mutters gloomy dreams, sweet lady. 
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Ah, Senora, drear foreboding 
Tells we must be rent asunder, 
And on Salamanca’s ramparts 
Nevermore shall we two wander. 


QI. 


Don Henriquez, styled “The Handsome,” 
Lives in the same house beside me; 
Our apartments are adjoining, 
From him flimsy walls divide me. 


As he strides along the pavement, 
Spurs a-clanking, moustache twirling, 
With a pack of dogs about him, 
Many a lady’s brain is whirling. 


But he sits at home and lonely, 
Often through the silent gloaming ; 
In his hands his mandolina, 


Through his soul sweet fancies roaming. 


He begins extemporising, 

Eager chords the strings are thrilling ; 
Ugh! no caterwauling plagues me 

Like his growling, quavering, trilling. 
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92. 
Heart answered to heart when we first saw each other. 
I marked it plainly in voice and in eye; 
And I think we should straightway have kissed if your 
mother, 
The marplot, had not been standing by. 


But hence with the morning must I be starting 
To speed on my weary journey anew, 

And my blue-eyed darling will watch my departing, 
As I waft to her window my fond adieu. 


93: 
Over the mountains breaks now the sunlight, 
The lambs’ bells tinkle across the plain ; 
My darling, my lamb, my sunlight, my one light, 
I long to look on thee once again ! 


With straining eyes I gaze at thy shutters; 
Farewell, my child, I must part from thee! 
In vain, in vain—not a curtain flutters ! 
She hes still asleep,—and dreams of me! 


94. 
At Halle in the market-place 
There stand two mighty lions ; 
Ha! truculent Halle lion-folk, 
Ha, ha! how tame we’ve made you! 
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At Halle in the market-place 
There stands a mighty giant ; 

He grasps a sword, yet never stirs, 
Terror has petrified him. 


At Halle in the market-place 
There stands a mighty minster ; 
Where citizens and country folk 
Have space to pray in plenty. 


95.* 


Pretty, hospitable lady, 
House and court are trim and neat, 
Stable, cellar, all well cared-for, 
Farming careful and complete : 


Every corner in the garden 
Is well-weeded, gay enough ; 

All the straw the flails are thrashing 
Will be used the beds to stuff. 


But thy heart and lips, fair lady, 
Unregarded, fallow lie ; 

And thy bed-chamber, so cosy, 
Lacks another’s company. 
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96. 


Over blooming woods and meadows 
Broods the waning summer twilight ; 
From the skies the golden moonbeams 

Dart their light among the shadows. 


Grasshoppers chirp by the river, 
And a movement stirs the water ; 
And the loiterer hears the ripple, 

Hears the very silence quiver. 


To the stream the wood nymph tender 
Shyly comes to bathe her beauty ; 
In the golden moonbeams glisten 

Neck and arm so white and slender. 
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O’er the strange paths night is brooding, 
Heart is sick, and limbs are sore, 

Then thy light in silent blessing, 
Gentle Moon, streams down once more. 


Gentle Moon, before thy radiance 
Vanish all the night-tide’s fears ; 

Silently my griefs steal from me, 
And my eyes are dewed with tears. 
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98. 


Death is to me the cool, still night, 
And life the sultry day. 
It darkens—let me slumber ; 
Tm weary of the light. 


Over my bed the willows weep ; 
There sings the young sweet nightingale , 
She sings of love, love only ; 

I hear it even in sleep. 


99. 


Say, where’s now your pretty sweetheart 
You extolled in lyric fashion, 

When your youthful being kindled 
With the magic glow of passion ? 


Ah, my heart is sad and frozen, 
And the flame no longer flashes, 

And this little book’s an urn which 
Sepulchres my love’s cold ashes. 


THE TWILIGHT OF THE GODS. 


Now May is here, with all her golden sunbeams, 
With all her silken airs, and spicy perfumes, 
Benignly she allures with snow-white blossoms, 

And greets with thousand violet-eyes of azure, 

And spreads abroad her green and flowery carpet 
Woven of sunshine and of morning dew ; 

Summoning all the children of mankind. 

The bashful folk obey her earliest call : 

The men all put their nankeen trousers on, 

Their Sunday coats with glittering gilded buttons ; 
The ladies dress themselves in virgin white ; 

The young men twirl their newly grown moustaches ; 
Young maidens feel their bosoms swell with pleasure ; 
And the town poets stick into their pockets 
Kye-glass, note-book and pencil. Jubilant 

The jostling crowd is pressing through the town-gate, 
And, lying down on the green turf outside, 

Admires the trees—how splendidly they flourish— 
Plays with the gaily-coloured tender blossoms— 
Harks to the songs of all the lusty warblers— 

While their shouts reach the blue expanse of Heaven. 
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May came to me—even me—three times she rattled 
Upon my door, and called out: “I am May! 
Thou pallid dreamer, come, and I will kiss thee!” 
But I my door kept bolted, and I cried: 
“In vain thy wiles thou triest on me—ill-comer— 
For I have seen thee through, and also seen through 
The structure of this world. I have seen too much— 
And much too deep—and so all joy has vanished, 
And everlasting pains lodge in my heart. 
I see right through the hard and stony casing 
Of mortals’ houses, and of mortals’ hearts, 
And see in both falsehood, and tricks, and meanness— 
Upon men’s faces do I read their thoughts, 
A sorry revelation. In the girl’s blush of shame 
I see her secret passion’s greedy tremors. 
On the youth’s proud enthusiastic head 
I see the mocking, yellow fool’s cap settle : 
And nought but masks grotesque, or sickly shadows, 
I see upon this earth—nor can I tell 
Whether a madhouse ’tis, or hospital. 
I see right through the base of this old Earth 
As though it were of glass; and see the horror, 
May strives to cover with her joyful green— 
Strives, but in vain. And then I see the dead. 
| They lie below there, in their narrow coffins, 
With folded hands, and with their eyelids open. 
White is their clothing, and their faces white, 


_And through their lips the yellow worms are crawling. 
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I see the son there, sitting with his sweetheart, 
To sport and wanton on his father’s grave: 

The nightingales sing jeering songs above them : 
The gentle meadow-flowers are laughing slyly ; 
While the dead father turns him in his grave, 
And painfully old Mother Earth doth shudder. 


Thou poor old Earth—thy pains, too well I know them. 
I see the fire which rages in thy bosom, 

I see the blood start from thy thousand veins, 

I see thy wound tearing itself wide open, 

And wildly streaming flame and smoke and blood. 
I see thy bold defiant ciant-sons— 

Thy eldest brood—from gloomy deeps arising, 

And their red torches in their hands high swinging ; 
I see them set their iron ladders up 

And wildly storm the fortress of high Heaven ; 
While black dwarfs clamber after them; and crackling 
Vanish from heaven all the golden stars. 

With impious hand one tears the golden curtain 
Of God’s own shrine. The holy Angels 

Prone on their faces fall, shrieking aloud. 

Upon his throne sits God, with terror pale— 
Plucks from his head the crown, and tears his hair 
And nearer presses on the savage horde. 

The Giants toss their blazing torches high 

Into vast Heaven’s realm; the foul dwarfs smite 
With whips of flame the Angels on the back, 
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Who creep about, and tortured, writhe in pain, 
And then are dragged out fairly by the hair. 
And my especial Angel see I there, 
With his blonde locks, and with his gentle features, 
And with th’ eternal love around his lips, 
And with the bliss that lives in his blue eye. 
And one outrageous, ugly, dusky Kobold 
Snatches from Heaven’s floor my pale white Angel. 
Grinning he leers upon his shining beauty, 
Then clasps him tight in tenderest embraces. 

A shriek of horror rings throughout all space ; 
Its pillars crumble; Earth and Heaven fall crashing 
Together, and old Night is Lord of all. 
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Tue Dream-God brought me once into a country 
Where weeping willows waved to me a welcome 
With their long leafy arms, and where the flowers, 
With sober sisters’ eyes gazed gently on me, 
Where the birds’ twitter seemed familiar to me, 
Where ev’n the dogs’ bark seemed to me well known; 
Where voices and where persons greeted me 
Like an old friend; and yet where all things 
So strange seemed to me, wonderfully strange. 

I stood before a pretty country house. 
My breast was troubled; yet within my brain 
Peace reigned ; and peacefully I shook off 
The dust that clung about my travelling garb. 
Sharp clanged the bell, and soon the door stood open, 


And there were men and women—many well-known 
Faces; but silent grief on all was painted, 

And secret, shrinking fear. With strange emotion— 
Almost with pitying mien—they gazed upon me, 

Till I myself felt, shuddering through my bosom, 


Something like presage of unknown disaster. 
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There sat old’ Margaret, whom I knew at once; 
Questioning I looked at her, but still she spoke not. 
“Where is Maria?” asked I; but she spoke not. 
She took me gently by the hand, and led me 
Through many long and brightly lighted rooms, 
Where luxury and state and silence reigned ; 

Led me at last into a misty chamber, 

Then motioned me, with countenance averted, 
Toward a form that on the sofa sat. 

“ Are you Maria?” asked I, and I shuddered 

To the heart’s core at the solemnity 

With which I spoke; and, stony and metallic, 
Rang back the voice: “The people call me so.” 

A cutting pain went coldly through me then, 

For that same hollow, freezing tone was still 

The voice—once so melodious—of Maria : 

That woman in the faded lilac gown 

Thrown carelessly around her; breasts down hanging ; 
Kyes fixed and glassy ; and the cheeks, and muscles 
Of her pale visage limp and loose as leather— 

Ah yes! that woman was the once so fair, 

The blooming, lovely, lovable Maria! 

“You’ve been long on your travels,” she broke out, 
With cold familiarity uncanny ; 

“Good friend, you look no more so languishing. 
How strong you seem—your loins and calves stand out, 
And show solidity.” A sickly smile 

Fluttered around the pale and yellow lips. 
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In my confusion this I blurted forth: 

‘Why, some one told me, sure, that you were married.” 
‘‘Oh yes!” she coolly said, loud-voiced and smiling, 
‘““T have a wooden stick which, covered over 

With leather, is called ‘husband.’ Still, plain wood 
Is wood.” She laughed, a low repulsive laughter. 
Then a cold pang ran through my very soul, 

And doubt seized on me. Can those be the pure 
Lips—pure as opening flowers—Maria’s ? 

But then she stood up all her height, took quickly 
Her shawl from off the chair, and wrapped it 

About her neck, then hung upon my arm, 

And drew me thence, first through the open house-door, 
Then on and on through plain and wood and meadow. 


The sun’s red, glowing dise had now sunk down 
Full low, and with his purple hight he coloured 
The trees and all the flowers and the river, 
Which in the distance rolled majestic on. 

Maria sudden cried: “See you how shimmers 
The great gold eye in yonder azure water ?”’ 
“Silence, poor thing!” I said. And I beheld then 
A wondrous pageant floating in the twilight. 
For misty shapes were rising from the meadows, 
Circling each other in their soft white arms. 
The violets sweetly looked on each other ; 

The lily-bells bowed, each to each, enamoured ; 
A glow of pleasure crimsoned all the roses ; 
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A flame seemed burning in the pinks’ hot breath ; 

The flowers all revelled in the rapturous odours, 

And all were weeping quiet tears of joy, 

And all in chorus chanted, “ Love, love, love!” 

The butterflies were fluttering, and the brilliant 

Gold-beetles hummed their fairy lays together. 

The evening breezes whispered in the oaks, 

The nightingale sang with voluptuous languor. 
"Midst all this sound of whispering, rustling, singing, 

The faded woman hanging on my arm there 

Chattered with leaden, toneless voice and frigid, 

“T know your nightly doings at the castle. 

‘The lanky-shadow ’ ’s a good-natured fool ; 

He nods and bows to everything you want. 

‘The Blue-coat’ is an angel; but the red one, 

With shining sword, he hates you like the devil.” 

And many other incoherent stories 

She babbled of, until at last she sat, 

Quite wearied, down with me on the green hillock 

That stands beneath the aged oak-tree’s branches, 

And there we sat together, still and mournful, 

Gazed each on each, with growing melancholy. 

Like to a dying man the oak-tree sighed, 

And shrill with pain the nightingale wailed from it. 

But then, rays of red light streamed through the leaves, 

And played around Maria’s visage pale, 

And waked a glow within her stony eyes. 

And with her old sweet voice she said to me: 
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“ How knewest thou, then, that I was so wretched, 
As I have lately read in thy wild songs?” 


A chill shot through my breast. I stood in awe, 
Scared by my frenzy, which could thus 

Foresee the future; darkness fell upon my brain, 
And in my terror I awoke from sleep. 


roe 


DONNA CLARA. 


In the evening-lighted garden 
Paces the Alcalde’s daughter ; 
Blare of kettle-drums and trumpets 
Sounds triumphant from the palace. 


“ Ah! a burthen are these dances, 

And the sugared words of flatterers, 
And the knights with pretty phrases 
Who compare me with the sunshine. 


“ All things are a mighty burthen, 
Since I saw in gleaming moonlight 
That one knight whose lyre enticed me 
After night-fall to my window. 


“ As he stood there, brave and slender, 
And his eye shot forth keen hightning 
From his pale and noble visage ; 

‘Twas St. George who stood before me.’ 
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Thus was Donna Clara musing, 
Gazing on the ground before her; 
As she raised her eyes, before her 
Stood the unknown gallant stranger. 


Hand-in-hand, with loving whispers, 
Through the moonlit groves they wander, 
Kissed by soothing airs while roses 
Greet them as in fairy legends. 


Greeting as in fairy legends, 

Roses glow like love’s familiars ; 

“O my dearest, tell me wherefore 
Comes such sudden flush upon thee ?” 


« a 2 
O my love, the midges stung me; 

And in summertime the midges 

Are by me as much detested 

As the long-nosed Jewish rabble.” 


“Take no thought of Jews or midges,” 
Spoke the cavalier caressing ; 

And a million snowy bloom-flakes 
Drop upon them from the almonds. 


And a million snowy bloom-fiakes, 
Lavish all around their sweetness. 
“QO my dearest, tell me truly, 

Is thy heart mine and mine only?” 


DONNA CLARA. 


“Yes, I love thee, my beloved! 
Let me swear it by the Saviour 
Whom the God-accursed Hebrews 
Murdered in their evil malice.” 


“Take no thought of Jews or Saviour,” 
Spoke the cavalier caressing ; 

In the distance rise white lilies, 
Gleaming softly in the radiance. 


Snow-white lilies, gleaming softly, 
Gaze up to the stars in Heaven. 

“OQ my dearest, give true answer, 
Hast thou not sworn falsely to me?” 


“ Dearest, falsehood is not in me; 
Just as in my heart there flows not 
Any drop of blood that’s Moorish, 
Or of filthy Jewish people.” 


“Take no thought of Moor or Hebrew,’ 
Spoke the cavalier caressing ; 

And he led the Alcalde’s daughter 

To a secret myrtle bower. 


As it were with nets of passion, 

He had stealthily enmeshed her ; 
Briefest words, but long-drawn kisses, 
While their hearts were overflowing. 
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Sweetest nightingales sang melting 
Bridal songs from out the thicket; 
On the grass around, the glow-worms 
Moved as in a dance of torches. 


Through the bower silence deepened : 
Nought was heard, except the secret 
Whisper of discreetest myrtles, 

And the breathing of the flowers. 


All at once the drums and trumpets 
Burst forth loudly from the palace. 
Suddenly awaking, Clara 

Tears herself from his embraces. 


“ Hark! they shout for me, my dearest ! 
Yet ere we are parted, tell me 

What fair name thou bearest; tell me 
What thou long hast hidden from me!” 


And the knight out-laughing gaily, 
Kissed the fingers of his mistress ; 
Kissed her on the lips and forehead, 
And he spoke the slow words slowly : 


“T, Senora, your beloved, 

Am the son of the most worthy, 
Erudite and reverend Rabbi 
Israel of Saragossa.” 


ia 


ALMANSOR. 


In Cordova’s great cathedral 

There are columns thirteen hundred, 
Thirteen hundred giant columns 

Bear the dome upon their shoulders. 


And on walls and dome and columns, 
There extend from top to bottom 
Arab texts from the Alcoran, 
Deftly turned like twining flowers. 


Moorish kings in bygone ages 
Built their house to Allah’s glory ; 
But since then all things have altered, 
Swept along in Time’s dark whirlpool. 


From the tower where the Muezzin 
Summoned all the town to worship, 

Now we hear the mournful droning 
Of the bells of pallid Christians. 
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On the steps where true believers 
Sang the message of the Prophet, 

Now the shaveling tricksters juggle 
With their childish Eucharist. 


And there’s scraping and there’s twisting 
Of the many-coloured puppets ; 

And ’mid smoke and bells and mumming, 
All the silly tapers flicker. 


There in Cordova’s Cathedral 
Stands Almansor ben Abdullah, 
Gazing silent on the columns, 
Murmuring these phrases softly : 
“O ye columns strong, gigantic, 
Once adorned for Allah’s glory, 
Ye are forced to servile homage 
To the Christian faith detested. 


“ Yielding to the times ye live in, 
Patiently ye bear the burthen, 
Ever so we who are weaker 
Must more readily submit us.” 


And Almansor ben Abdullah 

Bows his head with cheerful seeming, 
O’er the carven stone of baptism, 

In Cordova’s great Cathedral. 


ALMANSOR. 


lille 


Swift he strode from the Cathedral, 
Galloped on his coal-black charger, 

Till the damp curls on his forehead, 
And his plume, waved in the breezes. 


On the road to Alcolea, 
Following the Guadalquiver, 
Where the rosy almond blossoms, 


And where glows the perfumed orange. 


Thither speeds the gallant horseman, 
Whistling, singing, laughing gaily, 

And the birds around join with him, 
And the river’s sounding waters. 


For in Alcolea’s castle 
Dwells fair Clara de Alvarez, 
In Navarre her sire is warring, 
So she joys in larger freedom. 


And Almansor hears far distant, 
Stirring bray of horns and trumpets, 

He beholds the castle cressets 
Gleaming through the leafy branches. 
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In the halls of Alcolea 
Twelve bejewelled dames are dancing, 
And twelve knights in knightly raiment, 
But the stateliest is Almansor. 


Borne along by buoyant humour, 
Through the hall he flits incessant, 

Knowing well how best to whisper 
To each dame his gentle flattery. 


(uick he kisses Isabella’s 
Snowy hand and quits her swiftly ; 
And he seats himself and gazes 
Joyously at fair Elvira. 


Laughingly he asks Lenora 
If he now finds favour with her, 
And he shows upon his mantle 
Crosses worked in gold embroidery. 


And he vows to every lady 
In his heart he bears those crosses, 
And a score of times protesteth, 
Swearing, “As I am a Christian.” 
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III. 


Now in Alcolea’s castle 
Mirth and music all are silenced, 
Knights and ladies all have vanished, 
And the tapers are extinguished. 


Donna Clara and Almansor— 
These alone remain together ; 
One last lamp is left to light them 

With a pale and lonely glimmer. 


On a lofty chair sits Clara, 
And Almansor on the footstool 
Bends his forehead, slumber-weary, 
On the knees of his beloved one. 


From a golden flask the lady, 
Pensive, drops sweet oil of roses 

On the brown locks of Almansor, 
And a deep sigh heaves his bosom. 


Sweetest kiss from lips so tender 
The sweet lady presses pensive 
On the brown locks of Almansor, 
And his lofty brow is clouded. 
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Pensive tears the lady sheddeth 
From her radiant eyes love-lighted 

On the brown locks of Almansor, 
And his lip with passion trembles. 


For he dreams that he is standing 

With his head bowed low and dripping, 
There in Cordova’s Cathedral, 

Hearing countless gloomy voices. 


All the lofty giant columns 
Murmur to his ears indignant, 
They will bear the load no longer, 
And they quiver and they stagger. 


And they crash together wildly 
On the livid priests and people, 

And the dome itself falls headlong 
While the Christian Gods are wailing. 


THE PILGRIMAGE TO KEVLAAR. 


Ue 


THE mother’s at the window, 
In bed her sick son lies. 

The pilgrim train is passing, 
“Wilham, wilt thou not rise?” 


“J am so ill, O mother, 
Hearing and sight are fled ; 
My heart is aching sorely ; 
I think of Gretchen dead.” 


« Arise, we will to Kevlaar, 
Take book and rosary ; 

God’s Mother will make whole there 
Thine aching heart for thee.” 


And loud bursts forth the chanting, 
The banners flutter gay, 

The pilgrim train is starting 
From Koln this very day. 
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The mother follows the pilgrims; 
Her sick son leadeth she; 

And both sing in the chorus: 
“Praised be thou, Mary!” 


* * * 


Il. 


The Mother of God at Kevlaar 
Wears all her bravery ; 

The sick folk come in hundreds, 
And much to do has she. 


And all the suffering mortals 
Bring each an offering ; 

Limbs that of wax are moulded, 
Wax hands, wax feet they bring. 


And whoso brings a wax hand, 
Cures on his hand his wound ; 

And whoso brings a wax foot, 
His foot is straightway sound. 


Thither came some on crutches 
Who now can dance on the rope; 

Some play the viol whose fingers 
Were all diseased past hope. 
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The mother bought wax tapers 
And shaped them to a heart ; 

“ Go—bear it to God’s Mother, 
And she will heal thy smart.” 


With sighs he took the wax heart, 
He sought the shrine with sighs ; 

His words gushed from his heart-spring, 
The tears gushed from his eyes. 


“QO blessed ’mid the blesséd, 
O God’s own maiden pure, 

O Queen of Heaven, hearken 
What sorrow I endure. 


“In Koln, the famous city, 
I and my mother dwell, 

Koln that doth by the hundred 
Its shrines and churches tell.” 


‘And near to us dwelt Gretchen, 
But she is dead and past! 

O Mary, take this wax heart, 
And cure my heart at last. 


“My pierced heart, oh! heal it, 
That so my prayer may be, 

Fervent, and late, and early, 
‘Praised be thou, Mary!’”’ 
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Ill. 


The sick youth and his mother 
In their small chamber slept ; 

And lo! God’s Mother gently 
Across the threshold stepped. 


Above the sick boy bending, 
She laid her hand awhile 

Upon his heart in silence, 
And vanished with a smile. 


In dreams the mother saw it, 
She saw much more beside; 

She woke up from her slumber, 
The watch-dogs howled and cried. 


XN 


There lay upon his pallet 
Her son—and he was dead ! 
And on his pale cheek glimmered 
The daybreak’s gleaming red. 


She folded her hands in silence ; 
No tears, no plaints had she— 
Then spoke in meek devotion, 
“ Praised be thou, Mary!” 


TRAVELS IN THE HARZ MOUNTAINS. 


PROLOGUE. 


Back dress-coats and trim silk stockings, 
Oily words, effusive greeting, 

Courtly ruffles, shirt fronts snowy, 
Oh, if in them hearts were beating ! 


Had they hearts within their bosoms, 
In their hearts were love prevailing! 
Ah! I perish with the sing-song 
Of fictitious lovers’-wailing ! 


I will climb the mighty mountains, 
Climb the simple huts among, 

Where the breast expands in freedom, 
Where the airs are free and strong. 


I will climb the mighty mountains, 
Where the swarthy fir-trees rise, 

Where sing bird and brook, and cloudlets 
Dance in glee across the skies. 
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Farewell to the gay assemblies, 
Smirking men and dames beguiling ! 

I will climb the mighty mountains, 
And look down upon you smiling! 


MOUNTAIN IDYLL. 
5. 


On the mountain stands the cottage, 
Dwelling of the miner old; 

There the dark-green fir-tree murmurs, 
There the moonbeams shine like gold. 


And a chair stands in that cottage, 
Strange with carvings rich and rare; 
Happy is the wight who fills it— 
I’m the happy one, I swear! 


And my young love on her footstool 
Rests her arm upon my knee; 

And her eyes are stars of azure, 
And her mouth’s a rose to see. 


And those dear blue stars look on me, 
Growing wider than the sky ; 

And she lays her lily fingers 
On the rosebud laughingly. 
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No, thy mother does not heed us, 

Fast her spinning-wheel doth croon ; 
And thy father plies his zither, 

And he sings the dear old tune. 


And the dear child whispers gently, 
Soft and low-toned, drawing near; 

Many and many a mighty secret 
Has she trusted to my ear. 


“Since we lost the dear old Auntie, 
We can’t go to Goslar Fair, 

Where they hold the shooting-matches ; 
Oh! it was delightful there. 


‘Here far up the chilly mountain 
We are all alone, you know ; 

And in winter we are almost 
Buried underneath the snow. 


“ And I’m but a timid maiden, 
And like any child I fear 
Evil spirits, who are busy 
All night in our mountains here.” 


All at once the dear child pauses, 
Both her little hands doth hold 

Over anxious eyes, as frightened 
By the things herself has told. 
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Louder still the fir-tree murmured, 


And the swift wheel crooned and whirred, 


And the zither sounded blithely, 
And the dear old tune was heard. 


Have no fear, my little darling, 
Of the evil spirits’ might ; 

All the angels, little darling, 
Watch beside thee day and night. 


Il. 


At the lonely casement tapping 
Comes the fir with fingers green, 

And the moon, the silent watcher, 
Casts within its golden sheen. 


Father, mother, both are sleeping, 

Hark the sound their breathings make! 
But we two with blissful chatter 

Keep each other wide awake. 


“Tt is hard to think thou prayest 
Often, as thou dost declare ; 

When I see thy lips twitch coldly, 
Surely that comes not from prayer ? 
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“Ever that cold, scornful twitching 
Makes me tremble with dismay ; 
But thy quiet gentle glances 
Chase my gloomy fears away. 


“Yet I doubt if thou believest 
What as faith we cherish most; 
Hast thou faith in God the Father, 
In the Son and Holy Ghost ?” 


Child, when as a little fellow 
At my mother’s knee I stood, 
I believed in God the Father, 
All controlling, great and good ; 


Who this beauteous earth created 
And the wondrous human race ; 

Who to suns and moons and planets 
Pre-ordained their course and place. 


And, my child, as I grew bigger, 
More I understood anon ; 

Understood and grew in reason, 
And believed then in the Son. 


The Beloved, whose revelation 
To God’s love did testify ; 

Who received the wonted guerdon, 
Whom the mob did crucify. 
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But when I had grown to manhood, 
Much had read and travelled too, 
Heartfelt faith from heart o’erflowing, 

In the Holy Spirit grew— 


He, who did the greatest marvels— 
Greater marvels still doth he, 

For he broke the tyrant’s stronghold 
And he set the bondsman free. 


He makes whole the ancient death-wounds, 
He renews the ancient Right ; 

All the race of men, born equals, 
Are as nobles in his sight. 


From the brain he clears the cobwebs, 
Drives the evil clouds away, 

Which embitter love and gladness, 
Which bemock us night and day. 


He hath chosen full a thousand 
Valiant knights in helm and mail, 
Has inspired their souls with courage 

That his purpose may prevail. 


And their trusty swords are flashing 
And their goodly banners wave! 

Ah, my child, ’twould surely please thee 
But to look on knights so brave ? 
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Well, then, look on me and kiss me, 
Look, my child, without affright, 
I am of this chosen order, 
Am the Holy Spirit’s knight. 


Ill. 


Silently the moon is hiding 
Now behind the fir-tree’s gloom, 
And our lamp is flickering faintly, 
And it hardly lights the room. 


Yet those same twin stars of azure 
Shine on me with brighter rays, 

And the rosebuds red are shining, 
And the little darling says: 


“Ves, the gnomes and little people 
Steal our ham and bread away ; 
In the pan it hes at evening, 
And ’tis gone before the day. 


“From the milk the little people 
Greedily the cream will sup; 

Then they leave the bowl uncovered, 
And what’s left the cat laps up. 


Zoe 
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“ And our cat’s a witch—that’s certain ! 
For in night and storm she’ll creep 
Over to the Haunted Mountain, 
To the ancient shattered keep. 


“There in old time stood a castle 
Bright with arms and beauty’s glance ; 
Gallant knights and dames and squires 
Led the stately torchlight dance. 


“Castle, people too, were cursed 
By a sorceress unblest ; 
Ruins only were left standing, 
Where the screech-owl builds her nest. 


“Poor dear Auntie used to tell us, 
Speak but the one word aright, 

On the one right spot out yonder, 
At the one right hour of night— 


“That one word shall change the ruins 
To a castle fair again, 

Where will dance in merry measures 
Knights and dames with all their train. 


“Then shall pass to him who speaketh 
Castle, people, all in truth, 

Drums and trumpets sounding homage 
To the splendour of his youth.” 
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Thus, even thus, old legends blossom 
From the sweet mouth’s rosy red ; 
Over them the azure starlight 
Of her eager eyes is shed. 


And she twines her golden tresses 
Round my hands at her sweet will; 

Gives sweet nicknames to my fingers, 
Laughs and kisses, and is still. 


In the silent chamber all things 
Like old friends upon me gaze ; 
Table, sideboard, all, I’ve known them 
Surely in the olden days. 


And the clock discourses gravely ; 
From the untouched zither stream 


Tones so low you scarce might hear them, 


And I sit there in a dream. 


Surely this is the right moment, 
Surely the right place is this ; 

And the right word will glide gently 
From these lips of mine, I wis! 


“ Dost thou see, child, how the midnight 
Now already dawns and stirs ? 

And the hoary mountain wakens, 
Louder murmur streams and firs. 


223 


224 


THE BOOK OF SONGS. 


« Zithers sound and fairies carol ; 
From the cloven mountain-side 

Starts to life a sheet of flowers, 
As in reckless April-tide. 


“ Flowers, daring wondrous flowers, 
Broad, smooth leaves and curious stem, 
Perfumed, many-hued, and quivering, 
As if passion mastered them. 


“From the whirling chaos, roses 
Darting tongues of flame arise ; 

Lilies shoot like erystal columns 
Upward to the very skies! 


“On the earth with fiery yearning 
Stars more vast than suns do gaze; 
Into giant bells of lilies 
Streams the torrent of their rays. 


“ More than all, ourselves are altered, 
Oh, my darling, I and thou; 

Torch-like glare and silk and jewels 
Glitter all about us now. 


“Thou, child, art become a princess, 
This poor hut a lordly hall, 

And again they dance exulting, 
Knights and ladies, squires and all. 
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“T have won those halls, those people, 
Won, my child, thyself in truth; 

Drums and trumpets sound their homage 
To the splendour of my youth.” 


THE YOUNG SHEPHERD. 


King is yonder shepherd stripling, 
Yon green hillock is his throne ; 

And the sun that gilds his tresses 
Is his glorious golden crown. 


At his feet the sheep are lying, 
Servile mob with crimson crosses ; 
Bull calves are the swaggering warriors, 
Each his haughty helmet tosses. 


And the goats are court comedians, 
And the hosts of birds and kine 

Are musicians of the chamber, 
With their bells and flutings fine. 


Gentle tinklings, dulcet voices! 
Mingling with them come the deep 
Murmurs of the trees and waters, 


And the King drops off to sleep. 
VOL. IX. 12 
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While he slumbers rules as Regent 
His Prime Minister the Hound, 
Who with surly growl and barking 
Wakes the echoes all around. 


Drowsily the young King mutters, 
“ Governing is such a bore ; 

Ah! I would that I could get me 
Home to my sweet Queen once more! 


‘“On my queenly Consort’s bosom 
I will rest my head from pain ; 
In her eyes, so sweet and tender, 
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Lies my measureless domain ! 


ON THE BROCKEN. 


With the sun’s first tiny gimmer 
Now the east is growing clearer ; 

Floating on the vast cloud-ocean 
Shine the mountains, vaster, nearer. 


Seven-league-boots—ah ! if I had them, 
O’er the mountain peaks [’d hurry 
To the cottage of my darling 
With the wind’s impetuous scurry. 
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Softly would I lift the curtains 
From the bed where she reposes ; 

Softly would I kiss her forehead, 
Softly kiss her mouth’s red roses! 


In her ears—like little lilies, 
I would still more softly sigh: - 
“Dream we love each other dearly, 
Dream we never said good-bye.” 


ILSE OF ILSENSTEIN. 


I am the Princess Ilse 
I dwell at Llsenstein ; 

Come to my castle with me, 
Bliss shall be thine and mine. 


With water of my fountain 
Will I bedew thy brow, 

And thou shalt forget thy sorrows, 
Poor boy, so care-sick now. 


Upon my snowy bosom, 
Locked in my arms of snow, 
Thou shalt lie and dream of legends 
And joys of long ago. 


Day 
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T’ll kiss thee, and caress thee, 
As oft I kissed of old 

My lover, Kaiser Heinrich, 
Who now hes stiff and cold. 


The dead are dead for ever, 
And only the living live ! 

My heart is leaping with laughter, 
I’ve beauty and bloom to give. 


Come ‘neath the wave to my castle 
Into my erystal hall; 

There ladies and knights are dancing, 
The squires are exulting all. 


Rustles the silken garment, 
Clatters the iron spur ; 

Gnomes fiddle, and play the trumpet, 
Strike lute and dulcimer. 


My arm shall cling around thee, 
As round the Kaiser of yore, 

His ears with my hands I covered, 
When trumpets sounded for war. 
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1. THE CORONATION. 


YE verses, O my valiant verses! 

Up, up, and be ye armed! 

Let all the trumpets flourish, 

And raise upon a shield 

The youthful Maiden, 

Who now enthrals my heart, 
Aye, my whole heart as Queen ! 


All hail, all hail, young Queen ! 
From the sun above me 
Snatch I the shining, ruddy gold, 
And weld therefrom a coronet 
For thine anointed head. 
From the fluttering silk of Heaven’s blue canopy 
I'll cut a costly fragment, 
And hang it as a coronation-robe 
On thine imperial shoulders. 
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A kingly household will I bring thee 
Of sonnets strait-laced and formal, 
Haughty terzets and supple rhymes ; 
For running footman take my wit, 
For fool my rollicking fancy, 

As herald—my shield bears a tear that is laughing— 
Let my humour serve thee! 

But for myself, O Queen of mine, 
Before thee in dust I am kneeling, 
And tender on crimson velvet-cushion 
Homage—tender to thee 

The morsel of brains, 

Which thy predecessor in the realm 
In pity spared to me. 


2. TWILIGHT. 


On the yellow shore of ocean 

Burthened with thought, I was sitting, and lonely. 
The sun sank lower and lower, and threw 
Crimsoning paths athwart the waters ; 

And the white and unending waves, 

Urged by the driving tide, 

Foamed and resounded nearer and nearer. 

A marvellous noise as of whisper and whistle, 

Of laughter and murmurs, sighing and sobbing, 
And through it all pierced a sound as of song, 
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A gentle homely song, sung by a cradle, 
Methought that I heard distant echoes 
Of lovely old-world stories, 

Which, in days of childhood, 

Vrom neighbours’ children I learnt ; 
Which in the summer evenings 

We huddled together to tell, 

On the stone steps of the houses, 
With tiny hearts aglow to listen, 

Kyes that were keen with wonder 
And meanwhile at the windows 
Opposite to us were sitting, 

Behind the scented flower-pots, 

The grown-up girls of the village, 
Vaces like roses, 

Smiling bright in the moonlight, 


3, SUNSET, 


The crimson glowing sun descends 


Down, down to the widespread tremulous 


Silver-grey Ocean. 
Airy shapes, rose-tinted, 
Vioat in his wake, and across the sky 
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Vrom the glisamering cloud-veile of Autumn, 
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With mournful death-pallid visage 
Bursts forth the moon; 

Following her, bright facets of light, 
Nebulous, glimmer the stars. 


Once in wedlock united 

Shone in Heaven 

Luna the Goddess and Sol the God : 

And there hovered and swarmed around and about 
them 

The stars, their innocent children. 

But tongues malicious darted forth discord, 

And the proud and light-bearing couple 

Were severed henceforth in hatred. 


Now by day in his glory alone 

Above us wanders the Sun-God, 

Who for his splendour’s sake 

Is crowned with the songs and the worship 

Of haughty men whom good fortune has hardened. 


But all the night 

Fair Luna moves through the heavens, 

A hapless mother 

With orphaned star-children about her, 

And she shines in silent sorrow, 

And love-stricken maidens and soft-souled poets 
Bring her their tears and their verses. 
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O gentle Luna! A woman at heart! 

She loves and yearns for her splendid consort. 
At eventide, trembling and pale, 

Secret she looks from her light veil of clouds 
And watches in grief his departure, 

And fain would she cry in anguish “ Come, 
Come! The children hunger for thee!” 
And he, the truculent Sun-God, 

At the sight of his consort he flushes 

In twice-glowing purple, 

With wrath and pain ; 

And deaf to entreaty, he speeds 


Down to his cold widowed couch in the heavens. 


* * * 


Evil slanderous tongues 

Wrought in this wise pain and undoing 
Even among Gods eternal ; 

And the hapless Gods, high in Heaven 
Wander in anguish disconsolate, 

In their appointed circles, 

And cannot perish, 

But drag on with them 

Misery resplendent. 


But I who am Man, 


Who am placed so low, whom Death can gladden, 


I will murmur no longer. 
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4. NIGHT ON THE SHORE.* 


Starless and cold is the night, 

Wide yawns the sea; 

And over the sea, stretched flat on his belly, 

Lies the uncouth North-wind ; 

And in secret, with sobbing voice, under his breath, 

Like a peevish old grumbler, an old acquaintance, 

He prattles away to the water, 

And tells it many wild stories— 

Stories of giants, with resonant death-blows, 

Ages-old sagas of Norway— 

And between them wide-sounding he laughs, and he 
howls out 

Conjuration songs of the Edda, 

Runie seutences, too, 

So darkly-defiant, and mighty in magic, 

That the white daughters of Ocean 

Leap up on high and exult 

In mad delirious excitement. 


Meanwhile, on the level sea-shore, 

Over the tide-moistened sand, 

Strides a stranger, who brings there a heart 
Wilder yet than wind or billows. 

Wherever he plants his feet 

Sparks gltter—the sea-shells crackle, 
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And he wraps his grey cloak round him, 


And strides swift through the blustering night: 


His trusty guide a tiny candle, 
That shines so inviting and loving 
From a lonely fisherman’s cottage. 
Father and brother are out at sea, 
And all by herself in the cottage 
Tarries the fisherman’s daughter, 
The fisherman’s lovely daughter. 


On the hearth she is sitting, 
And listening the while to her kettle 
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Singing and murmuring its song—sweet yet foreboding. 


Then she scatters some crackling twigs on the fire, 


And blows it up, 
Till its flashing red flame-jets 
With magical grace are reflected 
On her sweet blooming visage, 
On her tender white shoulder, 
That peeps so touchingly 
Out of her rough grey shift, 
And on the little careful hand, 
Tying her petticoat faster 
Over her shapely hips. 


But all on a sudden the door flies open, 
And the night-walking stranger comes in. 
Lovingly, trustingly, resteth his eye 

On the fair-skinned, slender maiden, 
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As trembling she stands before him 

Like to a startled lily. 

And he throws his cloak on the floor down, 
And smiles as he says: 

“Child, as thou seest, I keep my word, 

And I come, and with me comes 

The old time, when the Gods out of heaven 
Came down to the daughters of man: 

And the daughters of man embraced them, 
And with them engendered 

Sceptred races of monarchs, 

And heroes, the wonder of this world. 
Still—marvel, my child, no longer 

At my divinity, 

But I beg you to make me some tea with rum in it, 
For it’s cold out of doors ; 

And in such a night air 

Even we, the immortal Gods, get the shivers; 
And we easily catch the most godlike catarrhs, 
And a truly immortal cough.” 


5. POSEIDON. 


The sun’s bright rays were playing 

Over the far-away rolling sea ; 

Far in the roadway sparkled the ship 

Which soon should bear me homeward swiftly : 
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But we were waiting for favouring breezes, 

And I sat unmoved on the gleaming sand-hills, 
Alone on the beach. 

And I read the song of Odysseus, 

The ancient story that is ever young; 

Forth from whose sea-resounding pages 

Gleefully came to meet me 

The breath of Immortals, 

And the light of Humanity’s spring-time, 

And the flowering heaven of Hellas. 


Faithfully my constant heart did follow 

The son of Laertes in wandering and peril, 

Sat at his side, with a troubled spirit, 

At welcoming hearths, 

Where Queens were seated, weaving purple, 

And helped him in lying, and helped him in 
flitting 

From giants’ caverns and arms of the Naiads, 

Followed his steps in Cimmerian night, 

And through storm and shipwreck, 

Suffering with him unspeakable anguish. 


Sighing I spoke: “Oh, evil Poseidon, 
Thy wrath is fearful, 

Dread fills my soul 

For my voyage homeward.” 
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Scarce spoke I the words, when 

Foam whitened the sea; 

And from the seething waters rose 

The sedge-wreathed head of the sea-God, 
And scornful he cried: 


“ Banish thy fear, Poetaster ! 

Not in the slightest will I imperil 

Thy pitiful bark ; 

No, nor make wretched a life so precious 

By all-too-alarming a rocking, 

For thou, Poetaster, hast never aroused 

My anger; in Priam’s thrice-sacred stronghold 
No tiny turret hast thou harmed ; 

No hair, however minute, hast thou singed 

On the eyebrow of son Polyphemus, 

And the goddess of Wisdom, Pallas Athene! 
Sure never directed thy way with her counsels. 
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Thus Poseidon bawled 

Whilst plunging back to the sea; 
And lo! at the insolent sea-dog’s wit, 
Amphitrite, the portly fishwife, 

And the silly daughters of Nereus, 
Laughed aloud under the water. 
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6. DECLARATION. 


The evening came stealing in twilight, 
Wilder sounded the flood ; 

On the shore I sat and gazed 

At the snow-white dance of waters; 

And then my breast heaved big like the sea, 
And yearning desire for home o’ercame me, 
For thee, thou loveliest, 

Who everywhere hoverest near, 

Who everywhere call’st on me, 
Everywhere, everywhere, 

In sounding of wind, in resounding of sea, 


And in sobbings which breathe from my heart. 


With a slender reed I wrote on the sand: 

“ Agnes, I love thee!” 

But evil billows came streaming 

Over the tender avowal, 

And washed it away. 

Oh, too fragile reed! oh, thou unstable sand ! 
Ephemeral waters, to you I trust nevermore. 
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The heavens grow darker, my heart more reckless, 


And with mighty hand from Norway’s forests 
Tearing the loftiest pine, 
Deep do I plunge it 
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Into Etna’s fierce glowing maw, and I write with 
This pen of the Giants’, flame-sodden, 

I write on the dark vault of heaven : 

“ Aones, I love thee!” 


Each night returning glows evermore 

Above me the flame-scroll eternally, 

And races of children to come, thro’ all ages, 
Joyous shall read those heavenly words: 

“ Aones, I love thee!” 


7, AT NIGHT IN THE CABIN. 


The sea hath its pearls, 
The Heaven hath its stars ; 
And my heart, my heart, 
My heart hath its love. 


Great are the sea, and the Heaven, 

But greater still my heart ; 

And fairer than pearls or than starlight 
Is the radiance of my love. 


O little girl, my darling, 

Come thou to my great heart ; 

My heart, and the sea, and the Heaven 
Are fainting, are dying for love. 


* * * 
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On the azure vault of Heaven, 

Where the lovely stars are twinkling; - 
Would that I might press my lips there, 
Press them wild with storm of weeping. 


For these stars are my beloved’s 
Eyes, a thousand times reflected, | 
Shining down in tender greeting, 
From the azure vault of Heaven. 


To the azure vault of Heaven, 
To the eyes of my Beloved, 

Lift I arms of deep devotion, 
And I pray her and implore her : 


Tender eyes, twin lamps of mercy, 
Do ye make my spirit blissful! 

Let me die so I may win you, 

You and all the heavens about you. 


From those eyes of Heaven above me, 
Golden sparks do fall and quiver 
Through the dark, and all my spirit 
Opens wide as love, and broadens. 
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O ye eyes of Heaven above me, 
Shed your tears out on my spirit, 
Let those star-tears falling softly 
Overflow my stormy spirit. 


* * * 


Cradled by the swelling waters, 
Cradled by my dreaming fancies, 
I le silent in the cabin, 

In my berth in darkest corner. 


And I see through open port-holes 
Shining stars high up above me; 
Eyes so dearly loved, so tender, 

Of my sweetest, best Beloved. 


Eyes so dearly loved, so tender, 
Keeping watch beside my pillow ; 
And they gleam and beckon to me 
From the azure vault of Heaven. 


Towards the azure vault of Heaven 
Blissful hours long I lie gazing, 
Till the silver veil of sea-mist 
Veils the dear eyes shining on me. 


* * * 
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On the planks of our vessel 

Where was resting my dreamy head, 

Broke all the breakers, the boisterous breakers, 
With roaring and murmur 

That reached to my ear: 

“QO foolish fellow ! 

Short is thine arm, and the Heavens are far, 

And the stars are nailed as with nails above thee ; 
Yes, nails of gold. 

Thy yearning is fruitless, and fruitless thy sighing, 
’Twere well to close thine eyes and sleep.” 


And then I dreamt of heathland far extended, 
Enveloped far and wide in white, white snow; 
And underneath the white snow I was buried, 
And slept the lonely, frozen sleep of Death. 


Yet still above me from the darkened Heavens 
The starry eyes gazed on my grave unceasing ; 

O sweetest eyes! whose glances beamed victorious, 
Cheerful and calm, and filled with love undying. 


8. STORM. 


How rages the storm! 

How he scourges the deep! 

And, foaming with rage, it raves and the waves 
Pile themselves up, and the white water-mountains 
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Heave as with life! 

And the good ship climbs up them, 
Straining and toiling, 

Then plunges down madly 

In the dark gaping chasm of billows. 


O Sea! 
Mother of Beauty, the foam-sprung goddess, 
Grandam of Love, have pity on me! 
For the white spectral sea-mew flutters 
With a wail as of spirits departed, 
And sharpens her bill on the yard-arm, 
And greedily gapes for the heart 
Which is filled with the praise of thy daughter, 
The heart which thy grandchild, the tiny rogue, 
Takes for his toy. 


In vain are entreaties and tears! 

My cries die away on the bellowing storm, 

In the wind’s battle-roar, 

And it whistles and screams, and rattles and howls, 
Like a Bedlam of noises. 

Yet amidst all I hear clearly 

Tones of entrancing harps, 

Song that is wild with yearning, 

Melting the soul and racking the soul, 

And the voice is one that I know. 
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On the iron-bound coast of Scotland 

Afar, where the grey old castle rises, 

By the tumultuous sea, 

- There at the high-vaulted window 

Standeth a woman, suffering and lovely, 

Tender, translucent, and marble pale. 

And she touches the harp and sings, 

And the wind whirls through her streaming tresses, 
And bears her gloomy song 

Over the wide, storm-ridden sea. 


9. A CALM AT SEA. 


Deep-sea silence! All the glitter 

Of the sun lies on the water, 

And the ship ploughs green-blue furrows 
Through the jewelled, heaving billows. 


Near the rudder lies the boatswain, 
Snoring lightly on his belly. 

Near the mainmast, patching sailcloth, 
Cowers the cabin-boy, bewildered. 


Underneath his cheeks so grimy 

Red blood sparkles; apprehension 
Twitches his wide mouth, and misery 
From his great dark eyes looks mutely. 
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For the captain stands above him, 
Curses, roars, and calls him rascal : 
‘“‘ Rascal, thou hast stolen a herring, 
Stolen a herring from the barrel.” 


Deep-sea silence! From the waters 
Some small canny fish emerges ; 
Warms his noddle in the sunshine, 
Wags his little tail right gaily. 


But the sea-gull from mid-Heaven 
Swoops down on the tiny minnow ; 
Swift shoots upward to the azure, 
Bearing in his beak the booty. 


10. A SEA-GHOST. 


But I lay on the side of the vessel, 

And was gazing—with half-dreaming eyeballs— 
Down into the mirror-like water ; 

And kept gazing deeper and deeper— 

Till far in the depths of the Ocean, 

At first like a darkening fog-mist, 

But slowly, with colours distincter, 

Domes of churches and towers took substance, 
And at last, sunny-bright, a whole city 

An old-world, Netherlands-city, 

Crowded with people— 
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Sober-eyed men, clothed in black mantles, 
With starched white ruffs, and with chains of office, 
With their long swords, and with their long faces, 
Are striding through the great square and its bustle, 
To the courthouse up the high staircase, 
Where great stone statues of Kaisers 
Keep watch with their sceptres and swords. 
Near by—before long rows of houses, ~ 
With windows shining like mirrors, 
And lime-trees cropped into cone-shapes, 
Walk young maidens in rustling silk dresses— 
Slender girls with their fresh, rosy faces 
Modestly framed in quiet, black mobcaps, 
Their golden hair bursting from under ; 
While gay cavaliers, attired Spanish-fashion, 
Are strutting before them, and bowing 
Dames of advanced age, 
In dark dresses long out of fashion, 
With prayer-book and rosary in hand, 
Are hastening with tripping steps 
Towards the mighty Cathedral, 
Urged on by the chime of the bells 
And the pealing tone of the organ. 
Myself, I am seized with great horror, 
Sprung from that distant clang : 
And endless longing, profoundest pity 
Streams into my heart— 
My heart which is yet scarce healed— 
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I feel as though all its wounds 

Had been kissed by my dear one’s lips. 

And so set bleeding again— 

Bleeding hot, red, blood-drops— 

And that these long and slowly trickle 

On an old house there below 

In the city down in the Ocean— 

On an old high-gabled house, 

Which lies desolate, void of all dwellers, 

Except that at one lower window 

There sits a maiden, 

With her head bent down on her arm, 

Like a poor and forgotten child— 

“ Ah! well I know thee, poor, forgotten child ! 
In such depths, as deep as Ocean, 

Thou hidst thyself from me, 

Only in childish temper, 

But could’st no more emerge : 

And there thou sat’st a stranger ’mid strange people, 

Whole centuries it seemed. 

While I, with my soul full of pain, 

Was seeking thee, the wide world over, 

And always seeking but thee, 

Thou ever-beloved— 

Long lost, 

But found in the end. 

Yes, I have found thee; again can I gaze on 

Thy fair, sweet face, 
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Thy wise, true eyes, 
Thy dearly-loved smile— 

And ne’er will I lose thee again. 
I will come down in the deep to thee, 
And with arms far-extended 
I will rush to thy heart.” 
But just in the nick of time 
The captain caught me by the leg, 
And dragged me away from the gunwale, 
And cried with an angry laugh, 
“Why, Doctor, the devil is in you 


qe 


ti PURTPICATION, 


But thou stay deep in ocean, 

Thou crazy dream, 

Which with false bliss through many a night 
Didst torture in old time my heart, 

And like a sea-spectre now 

Threaten’st me even in brilliant noontide, 
Remain thou deep-sunken for evermore ! 
Yet more will I hurl to thee into the deep— 
All my transgressions and sorrows, 

And the cap and bells of my folly 

Which so long round my head have jingled, 
And hypocrisy’s serpent skin, 

Slimy and chill, 

Which so long hath twisted about my spirit, 
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My wounded spirit, 

Denier of God, denier of Angels, 

My ill-starred soul. 

Yo ho! Yoho! The wind is here! 

Up with our sails! They flutter and swell; 
Over the waters, so smooth and deadly, 
Speeds the good ship, 

And the soul in her freedom rejoices. 


12. PEACE. 


High in Heaven the sun was standing, 
The white clouds billowy around him. 
The sea was calm, 

And musing I lay at the stern of our vessel, 
Musing and dreaming, and half in waking 
And half in sleep, I gazed on Christus, 
Redeemer of Man! 

In snowy flowing garments, 

Giant-like strode he afar 

Over land and sea. 

His head reached up to the welkin ; 

His hands were stretched in blessing, 
And as his heart did he bear 

The sun itself in his bosom, 

The sun ablaze and encrimsoned, 

And the blazing, crimsoning sun-heart 
Poured forth his rays of mercy, 

And his gracious love-bearing beams 
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Illuming and warming, 
Over land and sea. 


Bells resounding drew us solemnly, 

Hither and thither drew us like swans. 
With bands of roses drew our gliding ship, 
And drew it sportive to shores of verdure, 
Where men were dwelling in many-towered 
And lofty cities. 

Oh, marvel of calm! Still lay the town; 
The dull, heavy sound of its trade, 

The clatter and fever, were over ; 

And through the clean-swept, echoing street ways 
White-vestured men crowded together 
Bearing palm-branches ; 

And where two came together 

Each gazed on each in communion, 

And quivering with love and a sweet self-negation 
Kissed on the brows one another, 

And gazed up on high 

To the Saviour’s glowing sun-heart, 

Which shed on its rays its crimsoning blood, 
Gladly atoning, 

And rapt in three-fold bliss they cried, 

“ Blessed be Jesu Christ !” 


What wouldst not thou have given 
To have evolved such a vision, 
Dearly beloved ? 
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O thou of feeble head and loins 

And of mighty faith ? 

Thou, who honouring the Trinity in Unity, 

And daily beslavering 

Thy great patroness’ pug and her cross and her paw, 

Hast crawled devoutly upward 

To sit in the seats of the mighty— 

Hofrath, Justizrath, and finally Privy Councillor 

In that virtuous city, 

Famed for its sand and its piety, 

Where Sprea, the holy river, 

Patiently washes the souls and waters the tea of the 
faithful. 

Dearly beloved, 

Thou hadst forthwith offered it for sale 

In the highest quarters. 

Thy pallid, blinking face 

Had been transfused with modest rapture ; 

Her Serenity 

Had sunk on her knees with thee, 

And her eye, rolling in pious eestasy, 

Had held out sweet promise 

Of additional income— 

Some hundred Prussian thalers— 

And, folding thine hands, thou had’st stammered : 

“ Blessed be Jesus Christ!” 


Brae NORTH SEA i.-SECOND .CYCLE. 


1. HAIL TO THE SEA! 


THALaTTa! Thalatta! 
Oh, let me hail thee, eternal sea! 
Oh, let me hail thee ten thousand times 
From spirit exulting, 
As once thou wast hailed by 
Ten thousand hearts of Hellas 
Struggling with misery, yearning for home delights, 
World-renowned hearts of Hellas. 


The billows were heaving, 


| 


Were heaving and roaring ; 

And freely the sun poured upon them 

Its radiance of rose and of opal ; 

‘Startled, the flocks of sea swallows 

Fluttered afar, loud-screaming ; 

The war steeds were stamping, the bucklers were 
clanging, 

And a cry like the shouting of conquerors arose : 

. Thalatta! Thalatta! 
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Oh, let me hail thee, eternal sea! 

The speech of my country I hear in thy waters ; 

Like dreams of my childhood once more I see sparkling 

The surging realm of thy waves ; 

And memory tells me once more the old story 

Of all the exquisite toys thou dost cherish, 

Of all the bright dazzling gifts of Christmas, 

Of all the scarlet branches of coral, 

Gold-fishes, pearls, and many-hued shells, 

Which thou secretly hoardest 

In thy deep, transparent crystal house. 

Ah, in strange lands how I languished in desolation! 

Like a poor faded flower 

Enclosed in the zine of a botanist’s vasculum, 

My heart lay dead in my breast. 

I feel like one who through long months of winter 

Has waited hopeless in the dark sick-chamber, 

And who against hope once more issues forth. 

For, dazzling there shines forth to meet me 

Spring, decked with emeralds, roused by the sunbeams, 

Whilst snow-white the blossoming fruit - trees 
whisper, 

And newly-born flowers gaze on me 

With eyes of colour and perfume, 

And all things are scent and music, soft breath and 
laughter, 

And the birds sing aloud in the blue of the heavens, 

Thalatta! Thalatta! 
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O heart retreating, yet undaunted ! 
How oft, how oft, to thy cost 
Did barbarian maids of the North Land press on thee! 
From large and victorious eyes 
They shot forth flame-bearing arrows ; 
With harsh words, curved like scimitars, 
They threatened to tear my breast asunder ; 
They beat on my poor bemused brain 
With dainty small cuneiform notes. 
‘In vain I upheld my shield against them ; 
The darts came hissing, the blows crashed cleaving, 
And the barbarian maids of the North Land 
Pressed me slow to the sea, 
The well-loved, rescuing sea, 
Thalatta! Thalatta! 


2. STORM. 


Heavily lies on the ocean the tempest, 

And through the sombre rampart of clouds 

Darts the forked lightning flash, 

Sudden illuming, vanishing sudden, 

Like a shaft from the brain of Kronion. 

Over the heaving, desolate waters 

Booms the thunder afar, 

And the white glancing manes of the coursers leap up 
Which the North-wind begot 

On the ravishing mares of Erichthon. 


256 THE BOOK OF SONGS. 


The flocks of wild sea-birds flutter in terror 
Like shades of the dead at the Styx, 
Whom Charon repels from his night-hued skiff. 


Poor little, light-hearted boat, 

Dancing out yonder an evil dance! 

AKolus sends thee the nimblest of comrades, 
Who wildly tune up for the merriest reels. 
And one pipes shrill, and one drones deep, 
And a third scrapes on the dull bass viol, 

And the staggering seaman stands by the helm 
And fixes his constant eyes on the compass, 
The tremulous soul of his vessel, 

And casts up to Heaven his hands in entreaty : 
“O Castor, thou horseman heroic, preserve me, 
And thou, Pollux, great prince of the bruisers!” 


3. WRECKED. 


Hope, hope and love, all shattered for ever! 
And I lie, like a corpse I lie here, 

Cast out by the sea in its wrath. 

On the shore I am lying— 

The barren, naked shore. 

Before me tumbles the waste of waters ; 
Behind me lie only misery and sorrow. 
And high overhead the clouds are floating, 
Grey, shapeless daughters of air, 
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Who draw up the water in buckets of mist 
From the ocean, 

And toilsomely drag it and drag it, 

And again pour it forth to the sea— 

A wearisome, sorrowful task, 

And useless as is my life. 


The waves are murmuring, the sea-gulls shrieking ; 
Old recollections breathe on me anew ; 

Dreams long forgotten, forms that have faded, 
Full of sweet torment they rise up again. 


There dwells far North a woman, 

A fair woman, royally fair. 

Slender and tall as a cypress, clad 

In raiment of dazzling white ; 

The raven mass of tresses, 

Dark as a night of bliss, streams downward 
From the proud head, crowned by a coil of braids, 
Enframing softly, sweetly as in dreams, 
The face so pale and tender ; 

And from the face so pale and tender 
Shines forth an eye large and subduing 

As might be a black sun. 


Oh, thou black sun! how many a time 
Eestatic did I drink from thee 
The untamed fire of inspiration, 

VOu. 1X: R 
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And stood and staggered, drunk with flaming fire; 
Then hovered a smile of dove-like gentleness 

On the stately curve of the haughty lips; 

And the stately curve of the haughty lips 
‘Breathed out words sweet as moonlight 

And soft as the breath of roses— 

And lo! my spirit spread her wings, 

And, eagle-like, flew up to very heaven ! 


Silence, ye waves and ye sea-gulls! 

For all is fled ; 

Love, too, and hope! On the shore I am lying, 
A shipwrecked, desolate man, 

And my burning face I bury 

In the wet sea-sand., 


4. SUNSET. 


Beautiful, peaceful, 

The Sun has now dipped again to the sea. 
Already the heaving waters are tinged 
With the deepening night ; 

Only the evening crimson 

Still scatters sparks as of golden tapers, 
And the mighty force of the tide, 

Drives to shore all the snowy surf-waves 
Which hurry on, hasty and gleeful, 
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Like flocks of woolly lambkins 
Which, as the night falls, whistling, the shepherd 
Drives to their fold. 


‘“‘ How lovely the sun is!” 

Thus spoke my friend after a long-drawn silence, 
Wandering along the shore with me; 

And joking half, and half in sadness, 

He thus assured me: “ A lovely girl 

Is the Sun, who, loving honours and lucre, 

Has wedded the hoar Sea-God. 

The livelong day she wanders, rejoicing, 

High in the skies, arrayed in purple, 

And blazing with brilliants, 

Beloved of all, admired of all men, 

And of all things created. 

Gladdening the hearts of all creatures around her 
With the light and warmth of her glances ; 

But with the nightfall, cheerless, a victim 

Must she return again 

To the watery home, to the barren arms 

Of her hoary old spouse.” 


“Trust me!” added my friend, 

Laughing and sighing, and laughing again, 
“Theirs is the tenderest marriage ! 

For either they slumber or they are quarrelling, 
Till even here loud trembles the sea, 
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And the seaman hears in the echoing waves 
How the old fellow scolds his wife: 
‘Thou round universal harlot! 
Radiant wanton ! 
The whole long day glowing for others, 
But at night only weary and icy for me!’ 
And after much curtain-lecturing, 
As matter of course, the haughty Sun 


Bursts forth into weeping, her misery bewailing : 


Wails such a weary time that the Sea-God, 
Desperate, leaps from his bed on a sudden, 
Quick swimming up to the ocvean-surface 
For air, to recover his senses. 

"Twas thus I beheld him only last night, 
Issuing breast-high from the waters. 

He wore just a jacket of yellow flannel, 
With it a nightcap white as a lily, 

Above his withered face.” 


‘5. THE SONG OF THE OCEANIDES. 


As evening falls it dimmer grows at sea, 
And alone, with his own lonely spirit, 

There sits a man upon the naked sea-shore, 
Aud gazes, with death-cold look, aloft 

To the wide and death-cold vault of heaven ; 
And gazes abroad on the wide-rolling sea. 
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Sailing through air his sighs go forth, 

And return again disconsolate : 

For they found that the heart was tight-barred 

In which they had hoped to anchor. 

And he groaned so loud, that the white seamews 
Were scared from their nests in the sea-sand, 

And fluttered in swarms around him; 

And thus he spoke to them in jesting accents: 

“ You black-legged sea-fowl, 

You with white wings, floating over the ocean, 

You with curved beaks sucking-in the sea-water, 

And gorging the oily, fat seal-flesh— 

Your life is bitter, as is your diet, 

While I, the high-favoured, taste nothing but sweetness. 
I taste the sweet breath of the rose, 

The bride of the nightingale, fed on the moonshine. 

I taste, too, all sorts of sugary confections, 

Filled with the softest of whipped cream. 
‘And the sweetest of all that I taste is 

Sweet love, and its tender return ! 

She loves me! she loves me! the beautiful maiden ! 

She stands now, at home, at the oriel window, 

And peers through the twilight afar down the causeway, 
And is listening and longing—for me, I am certain! 
Vainly she gazes all round, and then such a sigh 

comes, 
And sighing she passes down into the garden, 
And saunters midst perfume and moonlight ; 
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And talks to the flowers, and is telling them 
How lovely I am—her belov’d one— 
And how worthy of love—I am certain. 
And after, in bed, in her sleep, in her dream, 
My dear image hovers around her. 
And even at morning—at breakfast, 
Upon the shining bread and butter, 
She sees my countenance smiling ; 
And she eats it all up out of love—I am certain.” 


So he went on chattering and chattering, 
And in pauses the seamews kept shrilling 
A cold, ironical snigger. 
The grey mists of twilight were rising: 
From a dark blue cloud-bank, and eerily 
Peeped out the yellow-green moon ! 
Hoarsely the sea-waves are roaring, 
And deep from the hoarse-roaring sea, 
Mournful as storm-blast in darkness, 
Sounds the song of the daughters of Ocean, 
The lovely, the pitiful sea-nymphs. 
And clear above all the voice, so sweet-sounding, 
Of the silvery-footed consort of Peleus. 

And they sigh, and they sing: 
‘O thou fool, thou fool, thou boastful fool! 
Tortured by doubt and anguish! 
From henceforth thy hopes all are slaughtered. 
Those children thy fond heart has dandled, 
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And, like Niobe’s, thy heart, too, alas! 

Turns to stone from sorrow! 

In thy brain there is Night, 

And the lightnings of madness dart through it, 
And thou boastest in anguish. 

O fool, thou fool, thou boastful fool! 
Stiff-necked art thou, like thy grandsire, 

The lofty Titan, who stole heaven’s fire - 

From the Gods, and gave it to men, 

And vulture-tormented, and chained to the rocks, 
Hurled scorn at Olympus, defied it, and groaned 
Till we heard him in depths of the Ocean, 

And came to his comfort with song. 

O fool, thou fool, thou boastful fool! 

But thou art far weaker than he; 

And ’twere wise did’st thou honour the Gods, 
And bear in patience thy misery’s burden : 

Bear it in patience for long, and yet longer, 

Till Atlas himself shall lose patience, 

And pitch off the load of the world from his shoulders 
Into Night’s chaos eternal!” 


So sounded the song of the daughters of Ocean, 
The lovely, the pitiful sea-nymphs ; 

Till the waves sounded louder and drowned it. 
The Moon hid herself in the cloud-bank, 

And night yawned around me. 

Full long sat I there in the darkness, and wept. 
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6. THE GODS OF GREECE. 


/O full-blooming Moon! how in thy lght 
\ Like a flood of molten gold the sea sparkles! 
The clearness of day, touched with twilight enchanted, 
Broods over the far-spread plain of the sea-sands. 
On the clear-blue, starless heavens 
Hover the snow-white clouds, 
Like to colossal statues of Gods, 
Of white, gleaming marble. 


No—nevermore—no clouds are there yonder! 

"Tis themselves | behold, the great Gods of Hellas, 
Who once held sway o’er the world, rejoicing, 

But now, expelled and extinguished, 

Purposeless wander, shadowy, gigantic, 


On the midnight vault of the heavens. 


Marvelling, strangely bedazzled, I am watching 

This aerial Pantheon, 

These solemnly silent, weirdly unresting 

Shapes of the giants. 

There, there is Kronion, the king of Heaven ; 

Snow-white fall the locks from his head, 

The world-renowned locks which made tremble 
Olympus, 

Quenched is the lightning he grasps in his hand ; 

Sorrow and misery brood on his features, 
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And yet the ancient pride still reigns there. 
Those were far happier days, O Zeus, 

When thou rejoicedst with rapture celestial, 
With striplings and nymphs and a thousand offerings ! 
But even the Gods do not govern for ever; 
The younger will drive forth the elder, 

As thou thyself didst drive thy hoary father, 
And all the brood of thy Titan uncles, 
Jupiter Parricida! 

Thee too, I know, O haughty Hera! 

Spite of thy jealous terrors and strivings, 
Now has another won from thee the sceptre, 
And thou art no longer Queen of Heaven ; 
And fixed is thy large, bright eye, 

And those lily arms of thine are powerless ; 
And never again will thy vengeance 

Strike the god-impregnated virgin, 

Nor the wonder-working son of the gods. 


Thee too I know, O Pallas Athene! 

With thy shield and thy wisdom, how didst thou fail 

To save the Gods from their downfall ? 

And thee too I know, Aphrodite, 

Golden in old time, in these days silver! 

Still, still art thou decked with thy girdle’s witchery, 

But now thy beauty thrills me with horror ; 

And shouldst thou vouchsafe me the joy of thine 
exquisite body, 
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As to so many heroes, terror would slay me. 
A corpse-like Goddess seem’st thou to me, 
Venus Libitina! 

The terrible Ares yonder 

No longer casts eyes of desire upon thee. 
And sad is the gaze of Phcebus Apollo, 

The striping. Mute is the lyre 

Which made glad music at the banquet of Gods. 
Still sadder the gaze of Hephestus; 
Nevermore in sooth will the lamester usurp 
Hebe’s office, and pour out 

The exquisite nectar. Silent and quenched 
Is the Gods’ irrepressible laughter. 


Ye Gods, I have never loved you ! 

For ever the Greeks were repulsive to me, 

And even the Romans also I loathe. 

But sacred compassion and shuddering pity 
Stream through my heart, 

When now I see you there above me, 

Gods, but deserted ; 

Faded, night-wandering shadows, 

Feeble as mists which the wind drives before it ; 
And when I think how craven and windy 

Those new Gods are who overcame you,— 

Gods new, overbearing, yet doleful, 

Malignant, yet wearing the sheepskin of lowliness— 
Then am I filled with glowing wrath ! 
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And fain would I break their new-raised temples, 
And battle for you, ye Gods of the old times, 
For you and your valid ambrosial Right; 

And again at your altars exalted, 

Fair once more, and fragrant with offerings, 

I myself would kneel and worship, 

And lift up my arms in entreaty. 

Yet thro’ all time, ye Gods of the past, 

Ye in the struggles of men have ever 

Ranged all your strength on the side of the victors ; 
But Man is of loftier spirit than you, 

And now in this struggle of Gods I take part 
With the Gods who are vanquished. 


Thus I exclaimed. And the bright flush of shame 
Sped o’er the pallid shapes in the cloud-land, 
And they gazed as in death-throes upon me, 
Sorrow-transfigured, and vanished. 

The Moon hid herself then 

Behind vapours that surged up more darkly ; 
Loudly murmured the sea, 
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And the eternal stars came forth victorious in Heaven. 
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7. QUESTIONINGS. 


At night by the sea, the wide-stretching sea, 
Stands a youthful nian, 
His brain is all doubt, his heart all sorrow, 
With sad lips, the waves he gloomily questions : 
“The riddle of life, oh, solve me, 
Tormenting primeval riddle, 
Which so many heads have pondered : 
Heads in hieroglyphical caps, 
Heads both in turbans and black birettas, 
Powdered, wigged heads, and a thousand other 
Sweating, hard-working, poor human heads. 
Say—What is the meaning of man ? 
Say whence he has come and whither he goes, 
Who dwells up above the gold stars of heaven ?”’ 
Their murmur the waters are ceaselessly murmuring, 
The wind gently stirs, the cloudlets are floating, 
The bright stars are twinkling, indifferent, cold— 
And a Fool waits for answer. 


8. THE PHCENIX. 


There comes on wide wings a bird from the Westward. 
He flies to Eastward, 

To his garden home in the Orient, 

Where grow the spices, perfumed, luxuriant, 

And palm trees rustle and springs shed freshness, 
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And flying, the wonder-bird is singing : 

“She loves him! She loves him!” 

She bears in her little heart his image, 

She bears the sweet and deep-hidden secret, 

And herself knows not ! 

But in her dream before her he stands, 

She kisses his hands with beseeching and weeping, 
And calls him by name ; 

And calling she wakes, and she lies in terror, 

And passes fair hands o’er fair eyes in amazement. 
‘She loves him! She loves him!” 


* * * * 


-’Gainst the mainmast reclined on the high quarter-deck, 
I stood and I marked the song of the bird. 

Like coursers dark-green, with silver manes streaming, 
Leapt on ahead the white-crested waters ; 

Like trains of swans there came drifting past us 

With sails white and gleaming the Heligolanders, 

The bold nomad race of the North Sea. 

In the eternal blue overhead 

Floated the glimmering clouds, 

And the sun in his glory eternal, 

The rose of the heavens, a flower of fire, 

Which joyous the ocean was mirroring ; 

And the heaven and the sea, and the heart in my breast 
Repeated and echoed : 

“She loves him! She loves him!” 
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g.* SEA-SICKNESS. 


The afternoon clouds, all darkly, 

Sink deeper over the Sea: 

And the Sea rises darkly against them ; 

While the ship races through in their midst. 

Seasick, there I sat by the mast all alone, 

And many reflections I made on myself, 

Primitive, ash-grey reflections— 

tesembling in this Father Lot’s, 

Who, after enjoyment of too much good cheer, 

Found himself truly in evil ease. 

Meanwhile I muse upon far-away legends : 

How pilgrim Crusaders of old time, 

On a stormy sea voyage, the comforting image 

Would kiss, with faith in the holy Madonna : 

How knights to get comfort, when tossed on 
the ocean, 

The glove of their mistress, so dear to their heart, 

Would press to their lips, and straight be consoled. 

While I’m sitting here, and am sulkily chewing 

An ancient herring, that salt consolation 

For a man with hot coppers or down with the 
horrors. 

All the time, the ship is battling 
With the wildly-swelling flood ; 
Like prancing war-horse, rearing now 
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On her stern till the rudder cracks, 
Then plunging her bows down again 
In the howling watery gulf; 
Then again, as if happy and languid with bliss, 
She strives to lay herself down 
On the dark bosom of some giant wave, 
That comes mightily roaring onward. 
And suddenly rushes upon us, 
A wild sea-cataract, seething and simmering, 
That has covered me over with foam. 

This tottering, and whirling, and tossing, 

I cannot endure it! 

In vain my eye strains eagerly, seeking 
The German coast. All alas! is yet water, 
And water again—tempestuous water ! 
As the winter-traveller at evening longs 
For a comforting hot cup of tea, 
So now is longing my heart after thee, 
My German fatherland ! 
For evermore be thy sweet soil covered 
With madness, hussars, and bad verses, 
And tepid, dull little pamphlets! 
For evermore may thy zebras 
Gorge upon roses, instead of on thistles ! 
For evermore may thy high-born monkeys 
Flaunt and preen themselves in leisured splendour, 
And think themselves better than all of the other 
Commoner cattle so tardy of movement ! 
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Evermore may thy Snails’ Assembly 

Hold themselves as immortal, 

Because their pace is so tardy— 

And every day may they put to the vote 

“Whether the cheese belongs or not to 
maggots,” 

And spend a long time in consulting 


“ How to improve the sheep-breed of Egypt,” 


That so their wool may grow better, 


the 


And the shepherd be able to shear them lke 


others, 
Without any difference— 
Evermore may injustice and folly 
Cover thee wholly, O Germany ! 
Yet in spite of all do I long for thee, 
For at least thou art terra firma. 


10. IN PORT. 


Happy the man who has got into harbour, 
And left far behind him the sea, and the tempests, 
And now is seated, warm and tranquil, 
In the jolly town-cellar at Bremen. 


See how pleasant and lovely the world 
Mirrors itself in the magic beaker ; 
And how the ripping microcosmus 
Warmly streams into the thirsty heart! 
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All things see I in the glass, 
Stories of ancient and modern nations, 
Turks and Greeks, and Hegel and Gans; 
Lemon-groves, and parades of Guards. 
Berlin and Schilda and Tunis and Hamburg ; 
But before all things, the face of my dear one, 
Her angel’s head on the Rhine-wine-gold background. 


Oh, how lovely, how lovely thou art, dear! 
Thou art like a rose! 
Not like the rose of Schiraz, 
The nightingale’s bride, whom Hafiz has sung! 
Not like the rose of Sharon, 
The sacred purple flower, renowned of the prophets ! 
Thou art like the Rose in the Bremen town-cellar ! 
That is the Rose of all roses! 
The older she grows the more lovely blooms she, 
And her heavenly perfume, it has entranced me, 
It has inspired, and it has o’ercome me ; 
And had [ not been held fast by the hair of my head, 
By the town-cellar’s master at Bremen, 
I should have been done for! 
Thou worthy man! We were sitting together, 
And drinking like brothers ; 
We were speaking of high confidential concerns, 
And we sighed as we sank in each other’s arms ; 
And he made me a convert to Love's own religion ; 
I drank to the health of my bitterest foe, 
VOL. IX. 3 
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And all the bad poets forgave I, 

As I hope I one day may myself be forgiven ; 

And I wept from pure fervour; and lastly, 

The gates of bliss opened before me, 

Where the twelve Apostles, those casks full of saint- 
hood 

Preach, although silent, yet plain to the reason 

Of every people. 


There are men for you! 
Their outside is plain, in their rough wooden doublets; 
But within they are fairer and brighter 
Than all the proud Temple Levites, 
Than all the attendants and courtiers of Herod, 
Tricked out with gold, and clothed in purple! 
But have I not always said— 
And that, not among quite common people— 
No! in the very best society— 
‘“ May the King of Heaven live for ever!” 


Hallelujah! how sweetly wave o’er me 

The palm-trees of Bethel! 

How balmy the myrtles of Hebron ! 

How the Jordan is roaring and reeling for joy ; 
My immortal soul too is reeling, 
And I’m reeling with it, and reeling. 

The worthy town-cellar’s master of Bremen 
Carries me up the steps into daylight ; 
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Thou worthy town-cellar’s master of Bremen, 
Dost see, sitting there on the roofs of the houses, 
The Angels, drinking and singing ? 

The glowing sun, up above there, 

Is only a red grog-blossomed nose—- 
The nose of the Weltgeist— 
And round the red nose of the Weltgeist, 
The whole drunken world is a-spinning ! 


THE EPILOGUE. 


Even as ears of the wheat in wheat-fields, 

So flourish and sway in the spirit of man 
Thoughts and fancies. 

But the tenderest fancies and thoughts are 

Thoughts of love, like the flowers amongst them, 
Flowers, blue and scarlet. 


Flowers, blue and scarlet! 

The reaper disdainful rejects you as worthless, 

Stout ashen flails will descend on you mocking ; 
Even the penniless wanderer 

Whom your loveliness charms and inspirits, 
Shaking his head, 

Calleth you slight, pretty weeds. 

But the poor village maiden, 

Twining her wreaths for the féte, 
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Will gather and guard you; 
Decks with your beauty her fair young tresses, 
And brightly adorned hastes to the dancing, 
Where fluting and fiddling sound gaily ; 

Or to the silent copses, 
Where the voice of her dearest sounds yet more 

delicious 
Than fluting and fiddling. 


ON THE HARDENBERG. 


RISE again, ye ancient visions, 

Let thy heart’s gates wide be set, 
For the joy that song awakens, 

For the tears of soft regret. 


Through the fir-trees let me wander, 
Where the merry brooklet springs, 

Where the stately red deer loiter, 
Where the darling throstle sings. 


Let me climb the lofty mountains 
To the crag’s stupendous height, 
Where the castle’s dim grey ruins 
Rear themselves in morning’s light. 


I will rest awhile in silence, 
Thoughtful of their ancient day, 
Of old races once so mighty, 


Of old splendours passed away. 
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Grass o’ergrows the ancient tilt-yard 
Where once charged the haughty knight, 
Who subdued the bravest hero, 
And bore off the prize of fight. 


Ivy creeps along the dais 
Where once beauty gave the prize, 
Vanquishing the haughty victor 
With the lustre of her eyes. 


Woe for victor and for victress, 
Both o’ercome by Death’s keen thrust; 
He, the bloodless knight, scythe-emblemed, 
Lays all mortals in the dust. 
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